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Hax no Deſign in this De- 
r dication, but to expreſs my 
55 = 1 70 Gratitude, for the Pleaſure 
and Advantage I have received 
from your Poem on the LAST JUDG- 


MENT, and the Paraphraſe on Part of the 
Book of JOB. 


THE Author of theſe Letters is above 
any View of Intereſt, and can have no 
Proſpect of Reputation, reſolving to be 
concealed : But if they prove a ſerious 

„öĩeF⁵ᷣ᷑ùꝶ· Enter- 


DEDICATION, 


Entertainment to Perſons whoſe leiſure 
Hours are not always innocently em- 


ployed, the End is fully anſwered. 


TE greateſt Infidel muſt own, there 
is at leaſt as much Probability in this 
Scheme, as in that of the Fairy 
TALEs, which however Viſionary, are 
ſome of them Moral, and Entertaining. 


I am, 


SIR, 


Your moſt humble 


Servant, G. 


THE 


PREF A'CE 


PIC: Ty, HE Drift of theſe Letters ic, 

la fo impreſs the Notion of the 

Lea Souls Immortality ; without 

which, all Virtue and Religion, 

with their Temporal and Eternal good Conſe- 
quences, muſt fall to the Ground. 


Some who pretend to have no Scruples 
about the Being of a GO D, have yet their 
Doubts about their own Eternal Exiſtence, 
though valuable Authors abound in Chriſti- 
an, and Moral Proofs of it. 


But fince no Means ſhould be left un- 
attempted in a Pomt of ſuch Importance, I 
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hope endeavouring to make the Mind fami- 
har, with the Thoughts of our Future Exiſt- 
ence, and contrait, as it were, unawares, 
an Habitual Perſuaſion of it, by Writings 
built on that Foundation, and addreſſed to 
the Aﬀettions and Imagination, will not be 
thought improper, either as a Dottrine, or 
Amuſement ; Amuſement, for which the 
World makes by far the largeſt Demand, and 
which generally ſpeaking, is nothing but an 
Art of forgetting that Immortality, the firm 
Belief, and advantageous Contemplation of 
which, this Amuſement would recummenl. 


LETTERS 


FROM THE 


Deap to the Livins. 


A 


LITT 


— 


To the Earl of R, from Myr. =——,* who 
hag promiſed to appear to him after his-Death. 


HIS will find you, my Lord, 

confirmed in your Infidelity, by 
your late Diſappointment, It 
was not in my Power to give you 

the Evidence of a future State, 

which you deſired, and that L 
had raſhly promiſed ; but ſince 
this Engagement was a Secret to every Mortal, 
but ourſelves, you muſt be aſſured that this comes 
from your deceaſed Friend, whoſe Friendſhip you 
ſee has reached beyond the Grave. 8 


IN 
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In my laſt Sickneſs, we fixed on the Time 
and Place of my Appearance; you was punctual | 
to the Appointment : For tho' I was not per- 
mitted to make myſelf viſible, I had the Curio- 
ſity to know if you had the Reſolution to attend 
the Solemnity of a Viſit from the Dead. The 
Hour was come, the Clock from a neighbouring 
Steeple ſtruck One, no human Voice was heard 
to break the awful Silence, the Moon and Stars 
ſhone clear in their Midnight Splendor, . and 
glimmered through the Trees, which in lofty 
Rows led to the Centre of a Grove, where I was 
engaged to meet you. 

ISA you enter the Walks, with a carcleſs 
incredulous Air, not the leaſt Concern or Ex- 
pectation appeared in your Looks, as if you eame 
there only in regard to your own Word; and a 
ſort of reſpet to my Memory: However, the 
Calmneſs of the Night induced you to walk till 
the Morning began to break, when you retired, 
ſinging an idle Song, you had got out of the 
Fairy Tales. By the Gayety of your Temper 
you ſeem'd pleas'd, my Lord, with a new Proof 
againſt a Future Life, and happy to find your- 
ſelf (as you concluded) on a level with the Beaſts 
that periſh. A glorious as 2 and worthy 
of your Triumph. 

Bur we have ſo often aiourlks on this Sub- 
ject, that I would not tire you with the Repetiti 
on of any thing paſt; only once more to mak 
way to your Reaſon, by moving your Paſſions, 
in recollecting the Manner of your Brother's 
Death, 
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From the Dead to the Living. 3 
Death, which was all a Demonſtration of the 
Immortality of the Soul; and to what Heights 
of Fortitude that Proſpect could raiſe the Heart 
of Man, at the Hour of 3 and in the 
Jaws of Death. 8 

Wir what a ready Compoſure did bi en- 
dure the Violence of his Diſtemper! With what 
Conviction and full Aſſurance expect the 
Reward of his Piety! With what Calm- 
neſs, with what a graceful Refi ignation did 
he reccive the Sentence of Death, when, (at his 
Importunity) the Phyſicians told Mint there was 
no Hopes of his Recovery. 5 ben T have but a4 
few weary Steps, he replied, and the, Journey of 
Life will be finiſhed. | 

TRISs was not a time for Affectation, all Was 
open undiſſembled Goodneſs and a true Greatneſs 
of Mind: Nothing elſe could have fupported 
him, when\every Circumſtance of Life conſpired 
to allure him back to Life, to deepeij the Shadows 
of the Grave, and make the King of Terrors 
more terrible. | A 

Tux RE was not; my Lord, amohę 
of Men, a more lovely and agreeable Perſon 
than your Brother; his Marriage was juſt con- 
cluded with the charming Cleora, he had Juſt fi- 
niſhed a noble Seat, and fine Gardens to receive 
her: When he was near Death, ſhe came at his 
Requeſt to take a laſt and ſad furewdl : Angels 
might have ſorrow d to ſee Tears in the brighte: 
Eyes on Earth, while her Tenderneſs for you 
would have bs her Auguiſh. This, with 
the Sight of a fond young Sitter, fainting in her 

B | 


res 


Woman's Arms; your aged Father fi itting near, 
ſilent and ſtup th with his Grief, What could 
ſupport the Mind of Man in ſuch complicated 
Diftreſs ! The accompliſhed Youth, who had all 
that was gentle and human in Jas Diſpoſition, 
mult have betray'd ſome Weakneſs, if he had not 
been aſſiſted by a Power ſuperior to Nature. But 
how equal, how ſtcady was his Mind! how be- 
coming, how graceful his whole Behaviour! 
Never was the laſt, the cloſing part of Lite, per- 
formed with more Decency and Grandeur. His 
Reaſon was clear and elevated, and his Words 
were the very Language of Immortality, and ex- 
cited at the ſame time, both Pity and Envy in 
thoſe that were near him. 

Wau the cold Sweats hung on his Brows, 
and his Breath and Speech fail'd, Joy ſtruggled 
through the Decay of Nature, and a heavenly Smile 
fat on his Face; a Smile that at once compell'd 
our Tears, ind accus'd us of Weakneſs in them. 
You, my Lord, attended him to the laſt Mo- 
ment of Life, and hey I preſſed this Argument 
of a future State, you confeſs'd, that though 
you thought Religion a Deluſion, it was the moſt 
agreeable Deluſion in the World, and the Men 
who flattered themſelves with thoſe gay Vifions, 
had much the Advantage of thoſe that ſaw no- 
thing before them but a gloomy Uncertainty, or 

the dreadful Hope of an Annihilation. 
From this Uncertainty I was very ſollicitous 
to c draw. you, while I was in a mortal State; but 
1 have now a more ardent Deſire to convince you, 
though 


5 
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though I cannot obtain the Permiſſion to give you 
that Evidence you requeſted : However, this 
Letter may ſatisfy you that I am in a State of 
Exiſtence; nor is an Apparition from the Dead 
a greater Nhiracle than a Variety of Objects that 
daily ſurround you, and owe the Loſs of their 
Ee, to your Familiarity with them. 

HA r Minds in this ſuperior State are Kill 
concern'd for the Welfare of Mortals, and make 
a thouſand kind Viſits to their Friends; to whom, 
if the Laws of the immaterial Worlds did not 
forbid, it would be eaſy to make themſelves vi- 
fible, by the Splendor of their own Vehicles, and 
the Command they have on the Powers of mate- 
rial Things, and the Organs of Sight : It often 
ſcems a Miracle to us that you do not perceive 
us; for we are not abſent from you by Places, 


but by the different Conditions of the States we 


are in. 
. Yov'Lr find this in your Cloſet, ai may 
be aſſured it comes from 


Vour conſtant 


And immortal Friend 


CLERIMON x. 
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From a Gentleman who died at Conſtantinople, to 
his Friend in England, giving him an account 
of the manner of his Death. e 


OUR not nearing from me, my 
dear Beville, has given you too 
many diſmal Apprehenſions about 
the manner of my Death: And the 
Engagements of a generous Friend- 
ſhip, which are not extinguiſhed with the Breath 
of Life, obliges me to give you this Satisfaction. 
I Mape a longer Stay at Conſtantinople than 
J intended, and there it pleaſed Heaven that I 
ſhould reſign my Life, which for ſome Months 
gradually declined, but without any violent or 
painful Diſorder, or indeed the leaft Apprehen- 
ſion that my Diſtemper was fatal. But my Days 
were numberd, and when the deſtin'd Hour 
drew near, after a ſleepleſs Night, I roſe with 
the Sun, and as I had never been ſo ill as to con- 
tine myſclf, I ſought ſome Refreſhment in one of 
thoſe delicious Gardens that adorn the Shore of 
the Bo/phorus. 
Ar rzx a ſhort Walk I found my Spirits 
ſinking, and retiring to a Cypreſs Shade, I threw 
myſelf on a flow'ry Bank for ſome Refreſhment + 
| e 
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A gentle Slumber ſoon cloſed my Eyes, zh 
was thrice broken by what I then thought an 
imaginary Call: The Voice perfectly reſembled 
the charming Ameria's, whoſe Death, you 265% 
was the occaſion of my Travels. I was now | 
fectly awake, and liſtening to hear the 1 
Summons again, but found J had. neither Strength 
to riſe, nor Power to call Aſſiſtance: An icy 
Coldneſs ſtop'd the Springs of Life, and after a 
little Struggle, my Spirit got unburthen'd of its 
Clay, the Curtain fell, and the inviſible World 
appear d. The firſt gentle Spirit that welcom'd 
me to theſe new Regions, was the lovely Alme- 
ria; but how Dazling! how divinely Fair! Ex- 
5 taſy was in her Eyes, and inexpreſſible Pleaſure 
in every Smile! her Mein and Aſpect more ſoft 
and propitious than ever was feign'd by Poets of 
their Goddeſs of Beauty and Love : What was 
airy Fiction there, was here all tranſporting Reali- 
ty. With an inimitable Grace ſhe received me 
into her ætherial Chariot, which was ſparkling 
Saphire ſtudded with Gold : It roll'd with a 
ſpontaneous Motion along the Heavenly Plains, 
and ſtop'd at the Morning Star, our deſtin'd Ha- 
bitation. But how ſhall I deſcribe this fair, this 
fragrant, this enchanting Land of Love! The 
delectable Vales and flow'ry Lawns, the Myrtle 
Shades and roſy Bowers, the bright Caſcades and 
chryſtal Rivulets rolling over orient Pearls and 
Sands of Gold: Here they ſpread their ſilent 
Waves into broad tranſparent Lakes; ſmooth as 
the Face of Heaven; and there they break with 
: | rapid 
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rapid Force through arching Rocks of Diamond 
and Purple Amethiſt. Plants of immortal Ver- 
dure creep up the ſparkling Clifts, and adorn the 
Proſpect with unſpeakable Varicty. 

On my Beville, could I lead you through the 
luxurious Bowers and ſoft Receſſes where Plea- 
ſure keeps its eternal Feſtivals, and revels with 

iltleſs and unmoleſted Freedom! Whatever 
can raiſe Defire, whatever can give Delight, what- 
ever can ſatisfy the Soul in all the boundleſs Ca- 
pacities of Joy is found here! Every With is 
repleniſh'd with full Draughts of vital Pleaſure, 
ſuch us elevate angelick Minds, and gratify the 
nobleſt Faculties of immortal Spirits. Oh Be- 
ville / my Almeria is as much ſuperior to her for- 
mer ſelt here, as I thought her ſuperior to the 
reſt of her Sex upon Earth. 


ALTAMONT, 


L E T- 
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| To the Counteſs of #**, from her only Son, bo 
died when he 1 two Years old. 

—— OUR Grief is an Allay to my 

| Happineſs. The only Sentiment my 
Infant State was conſcious of, was a 
Fondneſs for you, which was then 
pure Inſtinct and natural Sympathy, 
but is now Gratitude and filial Affection. As 
ſoon as my Spirit was releas d from its uncaſy 


firſt Reflection T made was on my lovely Bene- 
factor, for I knew you in that Relation in my in- 
fant State: But I was ſurprized to ſee you weep- 
ing over the little breathleſs Form from which I 
thought myſelf ſo happily deliver'd, as if you 
had lamented my Eſcape. The fair Proportion, 
the Agility, the Splendor of the new Vehicle, 
that my Spirit now inform 'd, was ſo bleſt an 23 
change, that I wonder d at your Grief; for I 
was fo little acquainted with the Difference of 
material and immaterial Bodies, that I thought 
myſelf as viſible to your Sight as you was to 
mine. I was exceedingly moved at your Tears, 
but was ignorant Ways unleſs becauſe Yours was 
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the moſt beautiful Face next my Guardian An- 
gel's, I had ever ſeen, and that you reſembled 
ſome of - the gay Forms that uſed to recreate my 
guiltleſs Slumbers, and ſmile on me in gentle 
Dreams. I was then ignorant of your maternal 
Relation to me, but remember'd that you had 
been my Refuge in all the little Piſtreſſes of 
which Thad. but a faint Notion. I left you un- 
willingly in the Height of your Calamity, to fol- 
low. my radiant Guide to a Place of Tranquili- 
ty and Joy, where I met thouſands of happy Spi- 


Tits, of my own Order, who informed me of the 


Hiſtory of my native World, for whoſe Inhabi- 
tants I have a peculiar lone and can't 
help intereſting myſelf in their Welfare: But as 
I never diſcern'd- between Good and Evil, nor 
experienc d the Motives that govern d the 85 
of Men, I am, I confeſs, aftoniſh'd at their Con- 
duct, and find their Joys and Sorrows to be all 
flrange and unaccountable. I have made Viſits to 
the lower World ſince my Deceaſe; the firſt that 
I made was from a tender Curioſity to know if 
you was ſatisfied with the Diſpoſal of Heaven in 
my carly Fate; but I was 8 to find after 
ſeveral Months were paſt, your Grief oppreſs'd 
every Thought, and clouded all the Joys of your 
Life, which made me. very inquiſitive into my 
own Hiſtory. Lask d the Cæleſtial who was your 
0 8 857 WY. I Was lo much lamented, and of 
Publick or my own F amily, ſince thoſe fair Eyes 
were yet drown d in Tears for one that had made 
ſuch a ſhort and inſi — Appearance below. 

As 
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As for the Publick, the gentle Minine; told 
me there was a Hazard: I might have prov'd a 
Bleſſing or Curſe ; but that I was the only Hope 
of an illuſtrious Family, and Heir to a vaſt Eſtate 
and diſtinguiſh'd Title; and pointing to a Coat 
of Arms, told me That was the Badge of my 
Dignity, the noble Seat we had in yiew, with, 
the Gardens, Fields, the Woods and Parks that 
ſurrounded it were all my entail'd Poſſeſſion. 

A 600DLy Poſſeſſion! I reply'd, and proper 
for the four-footed Animals that I beheld feeding 
on the verdant Paſture; but of what uſe theſe 
Fields and Woods had been to one that had an 
immortal Spirit I cannot conceive: And for a 
Title, what Happineſs could an airy Syllable, an 
empty Sound, bring with it? The Coat of Arms 
I took for l a Toy, that if Burleſque had not 
been beneath the Dignity of an Angel, I ſhould 
have thought the mentioning it a Ridicule on 
mortal Men. I cannot conceive wherein the 
Charm, the Gratification of theſe things conſiſt. 
If I were poſſeſſed of the whole carthly Globe, 
what uſe could I make of this groſs Element» 
the Dregs of the Creation ? I have no dependance 
on Water, or Fire, or Earth, or Air. Tis un- 
intelligible to me, that Hills * Vallies, Trees 
and Rivers, the Mines and Caverns under their 
Feet, any more than the Clouds that fly over 
their Heads, ſhould be the wealth of reaſonable 
Creatures. They may keep their Poſſeſſions un- 
envy'd by me: I am glad I did not live long 

enough to make ſo wrong a Judgment, nor to 

En C ac- 
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acquire a Reliſn for ſuch low Enjoyments. I am 
ſo little concern'd for the Loſs of ſuch an Inhe- 
ritance, that if the black Prince of the airy Re- 
gions claim'd my Share, I would not diſpute his 
Title, tho' he is my Averſion, and your Foe. 

So ſuperior, Madam, arc my preſent Circum- 
ſtances, to that of the greateſt Monarch under 
the Sun, that all carthly Grandeur is Pageantry 
and Farce, compared to the real, the innate Dig- 
nity which I now poſſeſs. I am advanced to ce- 
leſtial Glory, and triumph in the Heights of im- 
mortal Life and Pleaſure, whence Pity falls on the 
Kings of the Earth. 

Ir you could conceive my Happineſs, inſtead | 
of the mournful Solemnity with which you in- 
terr'd me, you would have celebrated my Fune- 
ral Rites with Songs, and Feſtivals: Inſtead of 
the thoughtleſs thing you lately ſmiled on and 
carcſs'd, I am now in the Perfection of my Being, 
in the r of Reaſon: Inſtead of a little 
Extent of Land, and the Propriety of ſo much 
Space to breathe in, I tread the ſtarry Pavement, 
make the Circuit of the-Skies, and breathe the 
Air of Paradiſe. I am ſecure of eternal Duration, 
and independent but on the Almighty, whom 1 
love and adore, as the Fountain of my Rene and 
Bleſſedneſs. 

Pa Rx DON me, Madam, tis you now ſeem the 
Infant, and I repay you that ſuperior Regard 
and Tenderneſs which you lately beſtow'd on me. 


NARCISSUS. 
LE T- 
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To my Lord ****, from a young Lady who was in 
4 Convent in Florence. 


Lord, finding Materials in your 
==> Cloſet, I took the Opportunity of 
your Abſence to give you this In- 
telligence of my Death: The Hand 
will convince you that it comes from 
your once loved Erhelinda. 

Ex IVD but a few Weeks after you left [taly, 
ſuch was the Exceſs of my Grief, tho' a ſtrict 
Modeſty ſtill forced me to conceal my unhappy 
Paſſion from the moſt intimate Companion I had, 
After J had diſcover'd it to you, I durſt confeſs 
the guilty Secret to none but the compaſſionate 
and forgiving Powers above, who aſſiſted my 
Weakneſs, and confirm'd my Reſolution never to 
comply with any of thoſe Schemes you propoſed 
to free me from my Confinement. You had in- 
deed convinc'd me that the Vows I had made 
were raſh and uncommanded ; but oh! 'twas 
paſt ; Saints and Angels heard it, the all-ſceing 
Skies were invoked to witneſs the chaſte Engage- 
ment; 'twas ſeal'd above, and cnter'd in the Re- 
cords of Heaven, Thus hopeleſs was my Paſſion, 

5 G3 - Perjury 
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Perjury and Sacriledge ſtood in all their Horrors 
before me, Ruin and eternal Perdition were be- 
twixt us: And yet that I loved you, my Lord, 
T had too often ſubſcribed to that ſoft Confeſſion 
to leave you any doubt of it; nor was the tender 
Frailty without Excuſe, if all the Merit Man 
could boaſt, if every Grace that Nature could 
give or gentle Art improve deſerved Diſtinction, 
it had been a Crime to have been inſenſible in any 
Circumſtance but mine. Strange Circumſtance f 
that could make it Vertue to look coldly on you. 
Trrxe was the Emphaſis of my Miſery, mine 
was a Heart devoted to ſuperior Ardours, and 
facred to Heaven alone; that Heaven which 1s 
my impartial Judge and Witneſs how ſincerely 
I ſtrove to blot you from my Soul. But neither 
Reaſon, nor the niceſt Senſe of Honour, nor 
even Devotion could aſſiſt me; ſtill you return'd 
on my Imagination triumphant in all your Charms. 


Hopeleſs of the Conqueſt, I gave myſelf up to 


Grief and Deſpair, reſolving never to attempt 
my Eſcape from the Holy Retreat to which my 
Vows had confined me, but rather to fall a Victim 
to the ſacred Names of Chaſtity and Truth. 
Heaven accepted the Sacrifice, and Death my 
kind Deliverer, at once releaſed me from Miſery ' 
and Mortality. The chryſtal Gates open'd a 
ſpacious Entrance, and the bleſt Immortals re- 
ceived me to the Manſions of Life and Bliſs. 

WurarTrver was feign'd of Eh/ian Fields 
and Cyprian Groves, is here without Deluſion ſur- 
paſs d: Theſe are the Imperial Sgats, the native 

| Dominions 
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Dominions of Love: Here his holy Torch flames 
out with propitious Splendor, and his golden 
Shafts are dip'd in immortal Joys. Here are no 
Vows that tear us from our Wiſhes, no Conflict 
betwixt Paſſion and Virtue ; what we like we ad- 
mire, what we admire we enjoy, nor is it more. 
our Happineſs than Commendation ſo to do. 
Trar unhappy Paſſion which was my Tor- 
ment and Crime is now my Glory and my Boaſt. 
Nothing ſelfiſh or irregular, nothing that needs 
Reſtraint or Diſguiſe mingles with the noble Ar- 
dour. Tis all calm and beneficent, becoming 
the Dignity of Reaſon, and the Grandeur of an 
immortal Mind, and is as laſting as its Eſſence- 
When the Lamps of Heaven are quench'd, when 
the Sun has burnt out its Splendor, this Divine 
Principle ſhall ſhine with undiminiſh'd Luftre, the 
Joy and Triumph of the Heavenly Nations : 
The Subſtance of Love, my Lord, dwells in 


Heaven, its Shadow only 1s to be found upon 
Earth, 


ETHELINDA. 


— 


— 


=o U remember as we were on a clear 
Summer Evening gazing on the Beau- 
25 72 „ of the Stars, I promis d, if you 
OY Y farvived me, to give you an account 
of the Planetary Worlds and their Inhabitants. 
J have not made half the Tour of the Skies, but 
will, if I can, deſcribe to you the laſt of theſe 
Novelties in which I entertain'd myſelf, "Twas 
in a Region immenſe Spaces diſtant from that 
Syſtem which 1s enlighten'd by your Sun, and 
created numberleſs Ages before the Foundations 
of the Earth were laid, and the Meaſure thereof 
deſcribed before the Day-ſpring knew its Place, 
and the Bounds of Darkneſs were determin'd, 
Before Man was form'd of the Ground, and the 
Almighty breath'd into him a living Soul; an un- 
meaſurable Duration before this, the unlimited 
Creator had made and peopled millions of glori- 
ous Worlds. The Inhabitants of this which TI 
am deſcribing, ſtood their Probation, and arc 
confirmed in their original Rectitude, but will 
never be admitted into the Empyrean Heaven, 
being uncapable of that ſupream Degree of Hap- 
pincls which Angels and the Spirits of juſt Men 
| attain, 
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attain. However, they are exempt from all Evil, 
bleſt to the Height of their Faculties and Con- 
ceptions : and are priviledged with Immortality; 
their Reſidence may properly be call'd the en- 
chanted World : Whatever you have heard fabled 
of Fairy Scenes, of vocal Groves, and Palaces 
riſing to Magick Sounds, is all rcal here, and 
performed by the eaſy and natural Operations of 
theſe active Spirits. J have in an Inſtant ſeen Pa- 
laces aſcend to a majeſtic Height, ſparkling as 
the Stars, and tranſparent as the unclouded Ather. 
I might deſcribe them like the courtly Prophet; 
Their Walls were fair Colours, their Foundation Sa= 
'phire, the Windows of Agate, aud the Gates of Car- 
buncle. Their Materials here are all glittering 
and refined, not like the Earthly Globe, dark 
and heavy. Theſe Atherials are the niceſt 
Judges of Symmetry and Proportion, ad by-the 
Diſpoſition of Light and Shade, and the Mixture 
of a thouſand dazling Colours form the moſt 
charming Proſpects: They have ſuch a Command 
and Knowledge of the Powers of Nature, that 
in an inſtant they raiſe a variety of Sylman Scenes, 
and carry the Perſpective thro' verdant Avenues 
and flow'ry Walks to an unmeaſurable Length; 
while living Fountains caſt up their ſilver | Antec i 
and form glittering Arches among the Trees, of : 
Growth and Verdure not to be expreſſed. _ 
Trey arc acquainted with all the utmoſt be 
Myſteries of Sound, and arc . with the 
very Soul of Harmony. Art. is theirs in all its 
Changing Notes, its Blandiſhments and Graces. 
5 U Whatever 
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Whatever Nature can boaſt in her wild licentious 
Charms is govern'd by them. The winding 
Vales, the Streams and Groves breathe Muſick at 
their Command. The Nightingal and dying 
Swan ſeem to complain to gentle Zephirs whiſpe- 
ring through the Trees, while a thouſand airy 
Songſters warble to the meaſured Fall of high 
Caſcades; which by Intervals ſinking into a deep 
Silence, after a graceful Pauſe, ſhrill Recorders 
and ſilyer Trumpets ſound, while harmleſs 'Thun- | 
ders roll above, and break with a glorious Solem- | 
nity : Still the bliſsful Tempeſt riſes, and ſwells | 
the Mind to ſacred Grandeur and ſeraphic Ele- 
vation; *till ſubdued and melted into Softneſs by 
the Melody of tuneful Reeds, warbling Lutes, 
and {ſweet inchanting Voices, of the Lydian 
Strain. # 
TAE tpg of this charming Region i is 
perfectly muſical and elegant, and becoming the 
fair Inhabitants, who are freſh and roſy as the 
opening Morning, clear as the Meridian Light, 
and fragrant as the Breath of Jeſſamin or new- 
blown Roſes How exquiſitely proportion'd 
their Shapes! "Their Aſpect how tranſporting ! 
How gentle, how charming beyond all the Race 
of Mortal Men! Never did the Eyc-lids of the 
Morning open on ſuch Perfection, never did the 
Sun ſince firſt it journey'd through the Skies be- 
hold ſuch Beauty, nor can human Fancy in its 
moſt inſpired Flights conceive ſuch amiable Won. 
ders. Perhaps in all my Planctary Rambles I 
ſhall not be able to give you an account of any 
i . 
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Objects more ſurprizing. But while I am per- 
mitted, I ſhall continue my Intelligence to the 
moſt agreeable Friend I had on Earth; and be 
aſſured when you are releaſed from Mortality you 
will meet, in ſpight of diſtance of Time and 
Place, (thoſe mortal Foes to Love upon Earth) 


Your conſtant 
and unchang d 


__Junivs. 


V dcar Siſter, tho' the Engagements 
of Nature are cancell'd, the ſuperi- 
or Obligations of Virtue remain in 
their full Force. Vou have been 
faithful to my Memory, and the 
friteſ Rules of Piety, though it has proved of 

fatal Conſequence to the unhappy Man who was | 
lately my Husband, and by that Relation a Bro- 
ther to you. With inward Grief and Compaſ- 
ſion I ſaw the guilty Inclination, but never ut- 
ter'd the leaſt Complaint, nor gave him one un- 
eaſy Moment. I knew your Mind as faultleſs as 
your Form, and ſaw you govern'd in all your 
Conduct by conſcious Honour and unblemiſh'd 
Vertue : Envy itſelf could not have reproach'd 
you with the leaſt Deviation from Modeſty, and 
Truth; nor was the Promiſe I would have ex- 
torted from the guilty Youth on my Death-bed, 


the Effect of Jealouſy, but a kind Deſign to re- 


claim him, and free you from his Importunity, 
it I could have engaged him, as I deſir d, not to 
converſe with you after my Deceaſe; ; but he was 
ſinccre enough to refuſe me, and as ſoon as a ſlight 
Formality would ſuffer him, he purſued his in- 


ceſt uous 
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ceſtuous Paſſion. Vour obſtinate Repulſes have 
at laſt the tragical Effect I expected. From the 
moment that he heard the Day of your Marri- 
age with the illuſtrious Montandre was ſet, he re- 
—— the unnatural Fact; and never was 

murder performed in a more calm and deli- 


berate manner: He ſpent part of the Evening 
with two of his Friends, Men of Wit and 


tended to prove the Right a Man has to diſpoſe 

of his Life, and put an end to his Being, when 
it was rather his Burthen than Happineſs. He 
return d to his Houſe in a more early Hour than 
uſual, and retiring to his Chamber, call'd for a 
young and only Daughter that T had leſt him; 


taking her in his Arms, while the lovely Infint i 


ſmil'd on him, Tears drop d from his Eycs: 
When he would have bleſs'd it, the unbelicving 
Prayer faulter'd on his Tongue; and delivering 
the Child to its Nurſe, he order'd his Servants 


: to deny him to all Company. As ſoon as he was 


alone, he wrote that moving Letter, which you 
receiv'd: When he had finiſh'd and ſeal'd it, he 

took a Lucretius from the Table, and read and 
paus'd by Intervals; at laſt, looking on his 
Watch, juſt at Two he faſten' d his Chamber 
Door, and drew his Sword, repeating the follow- 
ing Lines, which I with had never been writ, as 
I aſſure you does the Anthot of them too. 


— Here's à quick Relief 
To all thy vain, imaginary Grief : 
22 | Poi 
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Learning: His Diſcourſe with them was all in- 


FSTTE'RxS 


For thou ſhalt ſleep, and never wake again, 

And quitting Life, ſhalt quit thy living Pain, 

The worſt that can befall thee, meaſur d right, © 
Is a ſound Slumber, and a long Good-night. 


Then directing the Point exactly at his Heart 
he fell on his Sword, and immediately expired; 
and left a tender Orphan friendleſs and expos d. 
Txrr1s is the Motive of my writing to you, 
that you would take the Charge of her Educati- 
on, and protect her infant Innocence. Be ſure | 
to perform this generous Office, as you would | 
proſper, and be yourſelf protected in any of the 
Calamities of human Life. By deſiring you to 
make all poſſible Proviſion for her Happineſs, I 
preſent you with an Opportunity of promoting 


your on. 


AMANDA. 
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LETTER vi 


* 


„ dcar Emilia, 'twill be impoſſible for 
me to give you the Intelligence I pro- 
mis'd from the inviſible Regions, un- 
| leſs J could tranſlate the Language of 
Paradiſe into that of Mortals: For here arc a 
thouſand Beauties un-reveal'd, and a thouſand 


Delights un-nam'd among the Race of Men. 


We drink at the Fountain-head of Happineſs, 
and bathe in the Rivers of immortal Pleaſure: 
The ſprightly Hours dance along, crowned 
with Love and un-utterable Extaſy. 

Vo were witneſs to my dying Agony, I ſaw 
your laſt kind Tears, and gave up my Breath in 
your Arms. But how chang'd was the Scene in 


a Moment, from the Gloom and Horror of a 


Death-bed, to the Smiles and Songs of Angels, 
who conducted me to the Ætherial Heights; a 
thouſand dazling Wonders met my view; the 
Heavens in Pomp unfolded their Glotics; 3 ths 
Paradiſe of GoD open'd before me, in all its 
bliſsful and tranſporting Scenes; the, happy 
Groves ſtood crown'd with unfading Verdure ; 
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the lucid Currents danc'd along, o'er Sands of ff 
Gold; the charming Bowers diſplay'd their ever- | 
booting Pride, and breath'd Ambroſia; the Par 
laces of the Heavenly Powers b 0 with ex s 
quiſite Magnificence, ſparkling far beyond all 
the Glories of the lower Skies, and reſounded 
with the Voice of Feſtivity and Joy. 

Tux firſt gentle Spirit that welcomed me to 
theſe happy Manſions, was your charming Bro- 


ther, gay as a Cherubim, the heavenly Loves and 


Graces triumph'd in all his Form, vital Pleaſure | 


danc'd in his Eyes, Life and Celeſtial Bloom fat | 


ſmiling on his Face, a Wreath of unfading Flow- | 
ers circled his Head, and a golden Lute was in 
his Hand, whoſe Harmony Join'd to his melting © 
Voice, far ſurpaſs'd all Deſcription. That ten- 
der, innocent Paſſion I had long conceiv'd for him, 
| kindled at the firſt - dia and has taken cter- | ; 
nal poſſeſſion of my Soul. 2 

Bur how ſhall I make you ſenſible; of what 3 
an Angel's flowing Song, in all the Pomp of Hea- 
venly Harmony would not fully deſcribe. In 
what Figures of Celeſtial Eloquence, ſhall 'I re- 
late the Loves of Immortal Spirits; or tell you 
the Height, the Extent, the Fulneſs of their 
Bliſs! All the ſoft Engagements on Earth, the 
tender Sympathies, and the moſt holy Union that 
Nature knows, are but faint Similitudes for the 
Sanctity and Grandeur of theſe Divine Enjoy- 
ments. Hope and languithing Expectation are 
no more, and all Delire 1 is loſt in full and PE 


Fruition. 
L OVE 


* 
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Love reigns in eternal Triumph, here it go- 
verns every Heart, and dwells c on every Tongue. 


They tune their golden Harps to the great Name 


= Of Love, immortal Love, their darling Theme. 


Ten tho and Ecc hoes thro' the ligbiſome Plains 
Repeat the clear, the ſweet melodious Strains. 
The Fields rejoice, the fragrant Groves around 
Bloſſom afreſh at their enchanting Sound. 

The Heav'n of Heav'ns from dazling heights above 
Returns the Name, and hails the Pow'r of Love. 


Bu r oh! when the fair Face of Eternal Love 
unveils its original Glories, and appears in the 


Perfection of uncreated Beauty, how wondrous, 


how ineffable the Vifion ! Fulneſs of Joy is in his 
Preſence, Rapture and inexpreſſible Extacy. The 
faireſt Seraph ſtops his Lute, and with a grace- 
ful Pauſe confeſſes the Subject too great for his 
moſt exalted Strain. How impetuouſly do the 
Streams of immortal Joy roll in, and enlarge the 
Faculties of every heavenly Mind ! : 
Ys ſacred Myſteries un-reveal'd to Men, Ye 
Glories un-prophan'd by mortal Eyes, forgive 
the bold Attempt that would deſcribe you ! -— 
The only Deſcription that Mortals can receive 
of you is, that you are not to be deſcrib'd. 


DELI4. 


LE 


HE N you had juſt made me happy, 
| and rewarded the moſt tender Paſſion | 
in the World with the Poſſeſſion of 

= your Charms, I was compell'd to make | 
a Voyage to Spain. 

Vov ſaw the inward Struggle of my Soul, 
and that I muſt ſuffer the Anguiſh of Death in 
leaving you, when you ſurpriz'd me with the un- 
expected generous Offer, to follow me through 
all the Dangers of the Seas. Charm'd with the 
Propoſal, I took you at your word, and raſhly 
ventur'd my darling Treaſure to the Hazards of 
a Voyage. I loſt my Life in your Defence againſt 
an Algerine Corſair. The Cauſe was juſt, and 
met with its Approbation in the Seats of Peace 
and Happineſs. For my own Lot, I could not 
wiſh it more advantageous, and for yours, ſuch 
Vertue in Diſtreſs will be the peculiar Care of 
Heaven. The Barbarian that made you his Prize, 
treated you with an unaccuſtom'd Gentleneſs ; 
nor has the illuſtrious Baſſa, that ranſom'd you 
out of his Power at an immenſe Price, given you 
the leaſt Occaſion of Reproach. In the Height 

of 
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Wof his Paſſion he has always obſery'd even the 
Sanctity of the Chriſtian Rules, and treated you 
with a Submiſſion very different from the Princi- 
ples and Cuſtoms of his Country. Though he 
has courted you to increaſe the Number of his 
Wives, he ſeems to have ſuch. an abſolute Com- 

mand of himſelf, even in the Warmth of 
youthful Defires, that you need fear no Violence 
from the generous Infidel : But ſhould the wort 
you imagine arrive, Heaven has a thouſand ways 
to protect your Innocence. Depend on that, 
and let not the Extravagance of your Grief per- 
ſuade you, that tis lan fal to free yourſelf by tlie 
fatal Opiate which you keep for that Deſign. 
The heavenly Genii that attend you haye made a 
WT thouſand Impreſſions on your ſleeping Fancy to 
WT warn you from the deſperate Attempt: Some- 
times you have been led through the deſolate 
Shades where unhappy Ghoſts complain, the 
gloomy Caverns, the Abodes of eternal Hor- 
ror have been open'd to your View. Some- 
times the Rewards of Patience and conſtant Ver- 
tue have diſplay'd their Glories to your pleas d 
Imagination, and by the ſoft inſpiring Whiſpers 
of celeſtial Beings, your reſtleſs Thoughts have 
been compos'd, while the Realms of Joy have un- 
folded their Delights in viſionary: Proſpects to 
you. - By heavenly Scenes and gentle Slumbers 
your Griefs were calm'd, the Tempeſt of your 
= Paſſions ſuſpended. Then quietly attend the 

Event, and the gentle Calicara will find a way to 

tree you. Pill Abubecar ſaw you, ſhe was his 
E darling | 
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darling Slave, and as he is handſome to Admira- 
tion, ſhe loy'd and renounc'd the Chriſtian Faith 
for him; but ftill the fair Apoſtate in her Heart 
adores the Name which her Tongue has deny'd, | 
This, tho' you are her Rival, fills her Soul with | 
the ſofteſt Compaſſion tor you, and makes her 
abhor the Task that her inſolent Maſter has im- 
pos d, of perſuading you to quit the Poſſeſſion of 
the Heavenly Truth, which is your Happineſs 
and Glory. But ſhe is ſo far from giving you 
that infernal Counſel, that ſhe has with Tears 
and Intreaties perſuaded you to die, rather than 
abandon your glorious Hopes and Title to Im- 
mortality. Nor will ſhe reſt, *till ſhe has by 
ſome means or other ſecur'd you from Ababecar's 
Importunity ; of complying with which, ſhe has 
experienc d the deluſive and bitter Conſequence. . 
Your Coldneſs and Averſion, with the Af- 
cendant her Wit and Vivacity has on his Tem- 
per, will ſoon recover the youthful Wanderer, 
and reſtore her to an abſolute Empire over him; 
and then you are ſecure of a guiltlcſs Protection, 
till you can give your Friends in England Intel- 
ligence of your Circumſtances, Who will ſoon 
pay your Ranſom ; which no one can for Vertue 
loſt. 
Ix the mean time, if you love my Memory, 
moderate the Exceſs of your Grict tor my Death, 
which however tragical it appcar'd, was de 
and happy for me. I fell in the Ardour of a 
brave Action, in the Defence of your Beauty and 
Liberty, and . own Life. The Wounds I re- 
celv'd 
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ceiv d gave a free Paſſage to my Soul, which took 
its Flight with no- other Regret, but that of 
parting with you, if it may be call'd a Separati- 
on, for J have been your conſtant Attendant in 

my inviſible State, your unſeen Companion in 
the beautiful Walks and Bowers where you ſo 
frequently ſpend your Hours of Retirement. 1 
ſhould with Pleaſure hear you repeat my Name, 
as I often do, and in the ſofteſt Language expreſs 
the Conſtancy of a vertuous Paſſion,” could you 
reſtrain thoſe Floods of Tears, and be more re- 
ſignd to the Will of Heaven. But let this aſ- 
ſure you, that I am in the Height of Happineſs, 
and when your own Life is finiſh'd, we ſhall meet 
to part no more; which Circumſtance, though 
you through your Partiality for me may too high- 
ly value, believe me, you will find it by much 
the ſinalleſt Bleſſing of this Place, 


AMIN TOR. 


— 


Jo SYI VIA. 


ROM the fragrant Bowers, the 

| cver-blooming Fields, and light- 
ſome Regions of the Morning Star, 
I wiſh Health, and every Bleſſing 
to the charming H. the Bleſ- 
fing of the Earth. 

I nave a Secret to reveal to you, of the great- 
eſt Importance to your preſent and future Hap- 
pincſs, You are as much a Stranger to your own 
Rank and Circumſtances, as I was to mine, till 
I came here, where I met a fair Spirit, who in- 
form'd me, that when the was a Mortal, I was 
her Son, and not the Heir of the Earl of **##, 
as was ſuppos'd; and that the Lord *#** is your 
own Brother. Tis neceſſary that you ſhould 
know and diſcover this to him, which will pre- 
vent that innocent Fondneſs, which he now in- 
dulges for you, from growing into a guilty 


Paſſion, | . 


You have been edited only as a Depend- 
ant on the noble Family y ou are in, and as a Com- 


panion 
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panion to the young Ladies, who are really your 
Siſters. The Myſtery is this: My Lord, your 
Father, had ſeveral Daughters ſucceſſively by 
the Counteſs your Mother, but no lawful Heir, 
which made him fond of a natural Son that he 
had by a Miſtreſs. His Affection for him was 
ſo extravagant, that he contrived to ſettle his 
Eftate on him: This gave your Mother ſuch 
Anxicty, that her Jealouſy and Averſion to the 
Youth, put her on this raſh Deſign, when ſhe 
was with Child to exchange it, if it proved a 
Daughter. My Mother, who was married out 
of her Scrvice, and in whom ſhe could entirely 
confide, was with Child of me at the ſame time. 
Their time of Delivery was very near together ; 
my Mother had a Son, and you prov'd a Daugh- 
ter. The Affair was manag'd with ſuch Dexteri- 
ty, that I was exchang'd, and paſs'd without 
Suſpicion for the Counteſs's Son, and you was re- 
ceivd by my Mother, and was ſuppos'd to be 
her\Daughter : But within a Year the Counteſs 
had really a Son, but ſhe dying as ſoon as ſhe 
was deliver'd, the Secret was undiſcoyer'd. 

Viiv a guiltleſs Impoſtor *till T was ten 
Years old, when a ſudden Decay wither'd my 
nder Bloom; but as I had been bred in the 
ricteſt Notions of Piety and Truth, without 
any childiſh Prejudices or laviſh Fears, I ex- 
peed my approaching End, whilſt Death made 
his Advances arm'd with a golden headed Dart. 
I had no Notions of Miſery, all my Expectati- 
ons were tho' imperfect, of ſome Para- 


diſe 


T ERS 
diſe beyond the Grave; and cloſing my Eyes, 
1 fell aſlecp, and wak'd to immortal Life and 
Happineſs. All that was paſt look d like a 
Dream, like an airy Image, of I know not what. 
Some Notion I had of a Gov, and my Depend- 
ence on him; but how different from the Illumi- 
nation that broke in on my Soul, the Moment it 
threw off its mortal Veil. Tiras then I began 
to live and reflect: Twas then I found myſelf 
a rational Being, and look'd back with Contempt, 
on the inſignificant Part T had been acting. The 
Memory of my original Follies, the childiſh 
Baubles and Toys that had juſt before been my 
Diverſion, would have given me ſome Confuſion, 
if my Caſe had been ſingular ; but I met thou- 
ſands of gay Spirits newly releas'd, who had per- 
form'd their ſhort Task, and ſiniſfd their trifling 
Farces of Lite ; at the mme time tranſported at 
their preſent ſuperior Cireumſtances, they made 
che moſt agreeable RefleQtions on their paſt State. 
What Grandeur, what Vivacity, what Enlarge- 
ment of their intelleckual Powers! How ſpark- 
ling, how reſembling the Angels of Go their 
Forms! While a perfect Conſciouſneſs, and ex- 
act Remembrance of what they were but a few 
Moments paſt, rais d their Joy and Gratitude to 
the height, and recommended Heaven itſelf. 
TuERE was one Circumſtance in my early 
Death, that makes me look on it as a peculiar 
Favour, in that I was removed by the juſt Diſ- 
penſation of Heaven, from the Poſſeſſion of what 
is, in the ſtricteſt Equity, your Brother's Right. 


'T his 


This Reflection, from a Principle of Juſtice and 
Truth, gave me an ineffable Satisfaction; ſince 
if I had liv'd, I had been the unhappy, tho in» 
nocent Uſurper of a Rank and Inheritance, . to 
which I had not the leaſt real Title. This, with 
2 thouſand other Advantages, makes me bleſs the 
Period that freed me from Mortality; that haps 
py Moment that deliver'd me from. Ignorance 
and Vanity; from the Errors, the Guilt, the 
Miſeries of human Lite ; of which, tho I had 
but little Experience, I am now. fully inform'd 
of the State of my Fellow Creatures, and with 
what Toil and Hazard a longer. Cauſe of Years 
had been attended. 

I KEMEMBER no Encogament to the World, 
but my Affection for you; nor has Death effac'd 
the tender Impreſſion, but what was then a na- 
tural. Sympathy, is now a rational Eſteem. I 
view with Pleaſure your growing Vertue, and 
frequent my native World for your ſake. There 
was ſomething perfectly engaging in the guiltleſs 
Sorrow you expreſſed in my Sickneſs; and when 
my Eyes were clos'd in Death, you would have 
watched the breathleſs Clay, in hopes to wake 
me from the fatal Slumbers again; nor could the 
gloomy Solemnity of a Room of State deter you 
from paying your Viſits to the ſilent Relics. - If 
any thing could haye tempted. me to wiſh myſelf 
a Mortal again, it would have been the tender 
Tears you ſhed for me. The only Intervals of 
human Life I review with pleaſure, are the Hours 

we 
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I ſpent with you: This gentle Paſſion was the 
Stamp of Heaven on my Soul, the firſt ſoft Im- 


preſſion it receiv d, and it gains new Energy in 


theſe happy Regions, of pure Beneficence and 
Love. This gives me a conſtant Sollicitude, 
while I ſee you on the Borders of ſuch a Temp- 


tation. You are yet perfectly guiltleſs, and have 


done nothing unbecoming the Sanctity of Na- 
ture, and the chaſt Affection of a Siſter for a 
Brother; but you are on the very Limits of 
Danger, a Step farther, the leaſt Advance, in- 
vol ves you in Sin and Deſtruction. I know this 


Diſcovery will give you a ſecret Horror, and 


quench every kindling Deſire. The Purity of 
your Vertue will ſtart at the enchanting Error, 


that might have led you on to certain Perdition; 


for young as you are, the contagious Spark is 
ready to kindle, and the lovely Boy appears more 
alluring. Vour mutual Converſation, and the 
early Dawning of ſuperior Merit in both, en- 
dear d you to each other, by ſuch Sentiments, 
as only noble and vertuous Minds experience. 
But as a more late Diſcovery might have been fa- 
tal to your Innocence and Peace, I impatiently at- 
tended an Opportunity and Method to make you 
ſenſible of your Danger. I know, (tho' I have 


been dead four Years) you ſtill remember me, 


and I have often heard you name me, and 
ſeen you with delight gazing on my Picture; 
this made me reſolye to appear to you 
when I ſaw you. The firſt Opportunity that 
pleas'd mc, you were ſitting, gazing at your 

own 
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own Reflection, and ſticking Flowers in your 


Hair, to adorn it for your young Lover. I knew 
you had read of Fairies, and look d at painted 


Cupids with delight: In ſuch a Poetical Form I 


thought you would have heard my „ and 
been pleas d with my Figure. 


While youthful Splendor lighten'd in 8 Eyes, 
Clear as the ſmiling Glory of the Skies ; 
Sprinkled with radiant Gold, a Purple Hue . 
My Wings diſplay d, my Robe celeſtial Blue: 
More white than Flax my curling Treſſes flow'd, 
My * Cheeks with roſy * 1 


I covLD not * believd a Form more gay 
than thoſe that glitter d on your Fan, could have 
diſcompos d you; but to my Surprize, I ſaw you 
faint away, before I had begun to ſpeak to you. 
You ſoon recover'd from the Swoon, and return- 
ing to the Houſe, told a Story, which you found 
no body believ'd; ſo wile is the Age in which 
you live, as not to be impos'd on. You eaſily 
perſuaded yourſelf *twas no more than a Dream. 
However, I durſt attempt your Courage no more, 
but give you this important Information, this 
way ; which, if you ſhould not credit, you are 
undone. In this Admonition your Guardian An- 
gel joins with | 
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To LEONORA. 
OUR Story of ring an Appa- 


rition in the Garden, I perceive 
has frighted your whole Fami- 
ly, and not a Mortal durſt ven- 
ture into the haunted Walk, as 
they call it, after the Sun ets, 
but your Brother, to whom I have not the leaſt 
Intention to ſhew myſelf. *T'was only to you, 
my charming Leonora, the Viſit was deſign'd. 1 
flatterd myſelf, your good Senſe and uncommon 
Preſence of Mind, would have guarded you from 
thoſe dttcdlonable Fears. 

As I expected, the fine Evening induc'd you 
to take your accuſtom'd Walk: The Sun was 
hardly ſet; when you enter d a long Avenue of 
Trees, that led to a green flow'ry Arch, which 
look d on a Sylvan Palace; here I ſeated myſelf 
in a human, and as I thought, a very agreeable 
Figure and Dreſs, and as much as poſſible, dif- 
guiſing the Splendor of Immortality, J imitated 

my mortal Form, and ſo placed myſelf, that by 
ſeeing me at a diſtance, you might come nearer 
without Surprizc, or retire if your Courage fail'd. 


As 
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As ſoon as you perceiv'd me, you ſtop'd in ſome 
Conſternation, and ſeem'd in ſuſpenſe, whether 
you ſhould go nearer or make your Retreat. I 
durſt not riſe, nor make the leaſt Offer to follow, 
for fear you ſhould take your Flight with too 
much Speed and Diſorder: And as you found I 
was a very civil Apparition, and would not in- 
trude on your Retirement, you went off with a 
ſober and decent Pace, often looking back to con- 
vince yourſelf that what you ſaw was real. As 
ſoon as you had reach'd the Houſe, I ſhifted my 
material Figure, for one more becoming the Dig- 
nity of the celeſtial Condition, and being again 
_ inviſible, I heard the fantaftick Relation you 
gave your Brother, who told you, *twas all the 
Effect of the Spleen, and obſtinate Grief you had 
indulg'd fince my Death; but you till aſſerted 
the Reality of what you told him; but he be- 
lieved it no more than if he had heard it from 
the Pulpit. 

Yov might have diſmiſe'd every Thought of 
Fear. I would not have injur'd you when I was 
a Mortal, liable to Folly and Error, much leſs 
in a State of Perfection and Happineſs. There 
is not a Spark of Guilt or Malignity, left in ver- 
tuous Minds, when releas'd from their earthly 
Priſon, all is gentle and kind, and their Concern 
for Human Welfare is infinitely more tender and 
diſintereſted than before. | 

Tr Terror with which Men fly us, ye ; 
have ſomething in it incredible, if we did not re- 
member our own original Folly and Ignorance, 


= but 
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but as we do, your ſtrange Apprehenſions only 
divert and entertain us. If you thought juſtly, 
you would have more Reaſon to run full ſpeed 
from one another, than from us, who have nei- 
ther Permiſſion nor Inclination to injure, but are 
ready to ſcreen you in a thouſand Dangers, and 
to promote your Intereſt with the moſt generous 
Concern, while you are entirely ignorant of your 
Benefactors. Were human Organs more refin'd, 
and your Perceptions heighten'd to a greater Te. 
licacy, you would ſee a thouſand /Ethereal Forms 
in the full Bloom of immortal Beauty and unde- 
caying Life, not faſhion'd to give you Terror, 
but Love and Delight. 

You ſee, my dear Leonora, J would fain cure 
your Prejudices, and reconcile you to the Soci- 
ety of Spirits, that you may ſometimes permit 
me to warn your unguarded Years, when Dan- 
gers and Snares atttend you. 

You know your Father left me the Guardian 
of your Fortune and Beauty, ſo favourable was 
his Opinion of me. This Circumſtance made me 
miſerable, and at once cut off all my future Views 
of Happineſs. I had indulg'd a ſecret Paſſion 
for you, and flatter'd myſelf you had the fame 
for me; but as my Birth and Fortune were much 
inforice to yours, I was reſolved rather to die, 
than uſe the Advantage that was in my Power, 
or to violate the ſacred Truſt I had undertaken. 
By a thouſand little ſoft Inadvertencies, you diſ- 
cover'd your Paſſion, but tho' ſecure of Succeſs, 
I durſt not ſeduce you into a Compliance of Mar- 

riage 
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riage ſo vaſtly below your high Rank and Cha- 
racter, nor take the Advantage of betraying your 
thoughtleſs Years, to an Action unbecoming your 
Quality and Fortune. My Soul was unſtain'd 
with any Deſign that was mean and ſelfiſh, and 
the entire. Confidence your Father had in my In- 
tegrity and Conduct, fix d my Reſolution of act- 
ing up to the ſevereſt Rules of Vertue and Truth. 
| But to what Diſtreſs was I reduc'd ! I loy'd you 
to Madneſs, while I never approach'd you but 
with a diſſembled Indifference. This Reſtraint, 
and the conſtant Agitation of my Thoughts, dif- 
order'd my Health, and threw me into a violent 
Fever, which ſoon finiſt'd my Life. The Juſtice 
and Fidelity of my Conduct found its immenſe 
Reward, and left me nothing to repent of, but 
the giving my Truſt entirely to your Brother's 
Care, whoſe licentious Manners will expoſe you 
to a thouſand Dangers. To repair this Negli- 
gence, I would fain have induced you to a Con- 
verſation, that might have directed your Conduct, 
and fortified your Vertue by my friendly Admo- 
nition : But ſince your Fears put it out of my 
power ever to be viſible to you again, I muſt take 
this way to convince you how unchangeable my 
Concern for your Happineſs | is: Oh let it not be 
dearer to me than it is to yourſelf! 


_ CLERIMONT. 
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To the = 


== LEAVE your fellow Mortals to con- 
D) gratulato your Recovery, but I muſt 
own 'twas a Diſappointment to me. 
You were on the Confines of Im- 
mortality; the Angels, who are 
Miniftring Spirits to the Heirs of Salvation, had 
prepared their Song of Triumph to receive you: 
I had wreath'd a Garland of the faireſt Flowers 
that bloom'd in the Paradiſe of Gop, to crown 
ſuch early and diſtinguiſh'd Vertue. With Im- 
patience I number d your Moments, and expect- 
ed every one would be your laſt. The ſparkling 
Vivacity of your Eyes expired, the Roſes on 
your Cheeks vaniſh'd into a mortal Paleneſs, and 
the Springs of Lite ſeem'd juſt ready to ceaſe their 
Motion; when he, who governs Nature with a 
ſupream Command, reſtored you back to Health. 
Your Recovery was ſurprizing, even to Angels, 
who tho' ignorant of the various Limits the So- 
vereign Diſpoſer has ſet to human Life, yet they 
often make exact Conjectures of the Courſe of 
Second Cauſes, and the Period of mortal Lives. 


You 
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Vov are certainly given back as a Bleſſing to 
the World; your Example may yet make a thou- 
ſand Proſelites to Vertue: But for my part, no- 
thing but the Will of Heaven could reconcile me 
to this Diſpenſation: When you was juſt in the 
Harbour to be toſs'd back again on the tempeſtu- 
ous Ocean: When you had welcom'd Death as 
your kind Deliverer, ready to free you from Caſ- 
ſander's Importunity, and your Brother's Tyran- 
ny, who will do his utmoſt to compel you to 
this deteſtable Marriage. But your Conſtancy to 
refuſe it, is of the higheſt Importance to your 
preſent and ſuture Happineſs: He is already 
married under a borrowed Name, to a young 
and beautiful 1:4/;an, whom he ſtole from her Pa- 
rents, and after he had liv'd two Months conceal'd 
with her, the perjured Man left and abandon'd 
her to Miſery. In the Height of her Anguiſh, 
ſhe put herſelf into a Nunnery, where ſhe waſts 
her Days in a reluctant and unprofitable Devoti- 
on; for true Religion cannot exiſt but by our 
Choice, Neceflity can give W but the Ap- 
pearance of it. 

Tus is a Secret, of which you would never 
have been inform'd by any Human Means: If you 
diſcover it to your Brother, it will deliver you 
trom the Violence which he is determin'd to uſe, 
to force you to wed Caſander, another Name for 
Myery. 

11s a diſintereſted Concern for you, that 
makes me give you this Advice. There is no Jea- 
louſy in 1 heavenly Minds, _ know their Prehemi- 


nence, 
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nence, and ſhould they appear in their celeſtial 
Splendor, the moſt perfect Beauty of the Chil- 
dren of Men would wither in their Preſence. 
But Vanity and Emulation are no more, and all 
ſelfiſh Deſigns are unknown in theſe happy Con- 
tinents. Vou may, by making a proper uſe of 
this Notice, provide for your own Happineſs ; 


but bleſſed be the great Author of all Good! 
you can't add to mine, 


CLERIMONT. 
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LETTER XI. 


E my * Brother. 


OUR Friend, the bre Carlos 
dicd this Night at Naples. I was 
willing to ſurprize you with this In- 
telligence, in a way which no hu- 
| man Speed can reach. 

I wrisn my Endeavours for your Reformati- 
ori, may have more Succeſs now, than they had 
when I was in a State of Mortality. I am per- 
ſuaded if you had ſeen 'the Exit of the wretched 


| Youth, who had been the Companion of your 


Riots, it would have convinc'd you of the Falſe- 
hood of his Principles, and how little ſupport 
the Thoughts of falling back into his original 
Nothing gave him, when the gloomy Hour ap- 
proach'd in which he was to loſe the ſight of the 
Sun and Stars, with all the viſible Beauties of 
Nature for ever. | 

To be inſenſible! — To be no more! — To 


find his Eyes cloſing in an eternal Sleep! gave 


him inexpreſſible Horrors. But if this was the 
worſt that he apprehended, never did Morta| 
give up his Life in a manner more cowardly and 
inconſiſtent : : He durſt not bear Darkneſs or So- 

= {+ litude 
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litude one Moment: He ſtarted at a Shadow, 
and ſhe w d a more than childiſh Fear and Weak- 
neſs in his Actions: He even beg'd his Phyſicians 
to flatter him with the Hopes of Life, and not 
let him know if they thought his Caſe deſperate : 
He charged his Attendant not to mention Death 
or the Grave, nor to ſpeak a ſerious Word in his 
hearing. Tho' his Affairs were in the utmoſt 


Diſorder, no Perſon durſt venture to adviſe him 


to ſettle them by a Will: But all theſe Cautions 
gave him no Relief. The Anguiſh, the Guilt, 
the Confuſion of his Mind, was viſible in his 
Looks. The abandon'd Amoret, who had fol- 
lowed him in the Diſguiſe of a Page, was ſeldom 
permitted to ſee him; and whenever ſhe ap- 
proach'd him, he trembled, and fell into the 
greateſt Agonies, cloſed his Eyes, or turn'd them 
from her, but ſpoke nothing to ſupport her in 
the Diſtreſs he had brought on her, nor expreſs'd 
the leaſt Remorſe, for having ſeduced her to 
leave the noble Sebaſtian, to whom ſhe was en- 
gaged by Marriage Vows, and a thouſand tender 
Obligations. His Peeviſhneſs and Impatience 
were inſufferable, and even deſpicable to his own 
Servants. When the medicines he took, had not 
their expected Succeſs, he reproach'd his Phyſi- 
clans with Negligence or want of Skill; and yet 
by Intervals implored their Aſſiſtance, as if his 
Being itſelf depended on their Art. His Senſes 
were perfect to the laſt Gaſp; with Amazement 
he ſaw the univerſal Terror make its flow and 
dreadful Approaches; arsl after a tedious and 


ou al 
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painful Struggle, yielded to the gloomy Conque- 
ror, and with a deep Groan, gave up his Breath, 
and went to make the Great Experiment. hope 
this Account of your Friend's Death, will have 
the happy Effect I deſign d in it, nd; make you 
recolleR. the Counſel J gave you with my dying 
Breath: The beſt Legacy I could bequeath, it 
L had had Empires to diſpoſe olf. 

Mr dear Brother, I can have no; ſelfiſh Mo- 
tives now, in endeavouring to reclaim your Ex- 
travagances. In this ſuperior State, my Concern 
for your Happineſs muſt be all abſtract and ge- 
nerous. The Acknomigadgementg of. indigent, 
miſcrable Martel, 16 — to —.— ex- 
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Men, whom. they would fain allure into the Paths 
that lead to Happineſs. Thoſe glimmering 
Sparks of Goodneſs and Amity which in your 
cold Regions are but juſt dawning, in vertuous 
Minds, in theſe warmer Climates, acquire new 
Ardour, and burn With eternal. Splender. f : {it 
I nav more Zeal;than ever for your Intereſt, 
and let me recall, but not reproach, you, with 
the Obligations you have to pay ſome Regard to 
my Advice. You know, when, we-toft' the, beſt 
of Parents, that he left his whele Eſtate to my 
Diſpoſal, with ſuch a moderate Fortune to your 
Share, as muſt have reſtrain'd your wild Expences: 
But when J found you had ſome Senſe of your 
Folly, in hopes to reform you, by generous 
G 2 Treatment 


be LETTERS. 
"Treatment, 'T immediately ſettled on you half 
the vaſt Fortune that was in my power, I will 
not urge my venturing my Life in your Defence, 
when aſſaulted in our Travels, for this was but 
an Action of Humanity, which every brave Man 
"owes to a perfect Stranger: But I muſt infiſt on 
the Merit of reſigning my Pretenſions to the love- 
ly Bellamira, for you. She was all the Joy, the 
"Hope, I had on Earth. I lov'd her as I lov'd 
Vertue and Happineſs, and yet when you diſco- 
ver'd to me the Anguiſh and Diſorder of your 
Mind, and your violent+Paſſion for her, I made 
a Retreat, and left the weeping Beauty to re- 
"proach! 1 me! with #'Levity and Indifference, to 
which my Heart was a Stranger; ; diſguis'd my 
tender Inelination, and pleaded yours with ſuch 
© Succeſs, that the yielded to your Requeſt, and 
© gave her matchleſs Charms, and immenſe Fortune, | 
to your poſſeſſion. Sts 
Bur this advantagedius. Match had not the 
Effect J hoped, nor was the leaſt Reſtraint to 
your licentious manner of Life. You acted a 
ſhame ful Part in aſſiſting Carlos in his / air with 
Amoret, and a more ſhameful one in promiſing to 
protect and fupport her, if he abandon'd her, 
when you knew what repeated Favours you had 
receiv'd from the injured'#nd generous Sebaſtian. 
— Your treacherous and ungrateful Treatment of a 
Man of his exalted Merit, fills me with the 
greateſt Remorſe and Confuſion. A thouſand and 
a — times have I reproach'd myſelf, for 
11 been the unhappy Inſtrument of Bellami- 
14's 
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ra's Ruin, who pined beneath her Grief, like a 


fair Flower blaſted in its Prime. I never met 


her Eyes, but ſhe might have ſeen the Remorſe 
and Confuſion of my Soul. The Negligence 


and Contempt with which you treated the. beſt 
of Women, ſunk my youthful Spirits, damp'd 


my nobleſt Deſigns, and clouded the gayeſt Sea- 
ſon of my Lite. While Death made its flow and 


filent Approaches, the laſt Favour I beg'd of 


you, was to be juſt to your unhappy Wife, in 
breaking all Engagements with the lewd and in- 
famous Amoret. This you promis'd me with a 
religious Solemnity ; but I know her preſent Di- 


ſtreſs, though the juſt effect and reward of her 


Crimes, will be your Snare. She is all Enchant- 
ment, and will, I fear, be your Ruin; but if you 
reject my Advice, take this Caution from the 


Royal Penitent, Her Houſe is the way to Death, 


and her Gates lead down to Hell. And I dende 


you to conſider ſeriouſly, that this Admonition 


muſt reſcue you from, or double your Guilt. 5 


. CLEAND#R- 
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OW E VER different my preſent 
manner of Exiſtence is, from my 
former State, my Affection to the 
fair Climene is unchang'd. As I 
live, and act in a way inexpreſſibly 
iter to mortal Life, ſo the beneficent Diſpo- 
ſitions of my Nature, riſe to a more noble and 
| generous Height. My Concern for your Hap- 
7 pines 1 is more tender and diſintereſted than ever : 
T have guarded your nightly Slumbers, waited 
on your ſolitary Walks, and tollow'd you like 
your Attendant Angel; who. pleas'd with my 
officious Care, has often left you to my Charge · 
Your preſent Danger gives me as much Anxiety, 
as conſiſts with a State of Happineſs. I could 
not refrain from giving you this Warning, which 
to your Surpriſe, you'll find on your Toilet, a- 
mong Trifles, the moſt its Reverſe. 

You are, O too credulous Fair! on the very 
Brink of Ruin: Treachery and Deluſion are in 
Aicander's Eyes and Tongue, and if you keep 
this Night's Appointment with him, you are 
undone. Infamy and Berdition are before you: 
The evil Geni, that envy the Happineſs of the 
human Race, alrcady inſult my pious Care; and 

your 
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your celeſtial Guardian ſeems half reſolved to 
quit his Truſt; the tender Grief hangs on his 
beautiful Face, | like a Cloud on the roſy Morning; 
and in the deepeſt Silence of the Night, when 
the Creation ſeem'd lull'd in an univerſal Slum- 
ber, in the Gloom of a neighbouring Grove, that 
you often frequent, I heard him tune his Silver 
Lute, to Strains ſoft and languiſhing as thoſe in 
which the Heavenly Miniſters mourn'd the Loſs 
of Paradiſe, and the bold Tranſgreſſion of the 
firſt Woman that fell. | 

AND yours, unhappy Maid! will be a Fall 
from the Heights of Honour, from the very 
Triumph of Vertue. What can Man believe ? 
What can the Sex boaſt, when ſuch Innocence, 
ſuch Truth, ſuch Modeſty as yours, are pervert- 
cd? Vice will inſult, to find Cimene among her 
Votaries, and hardly believe her own Conqueſt ? 
ſurprized like the barbarous Gauls in the. Roman 
Senate, who thought it an Aſſembly of Gods, till 
they ſaw them bleed. 

Wir what a profligate Air, with what in- 
ſolent Vanity, did your young Seducer leave you 
laſt Night? How proud of his unexpected Suc- 
ceſs, when he had gain'd your Conſent to the 
guilty Allignation. 

I sTrayv'd with you, an unſeen Witneſs of the 
| Remorſe and Confuſion in which he left you. 
How diſorder'd ! how uneaſy! how unlike your- 
ſelf did you appear! "T'was your uſual Hour of 
Devotion, a Bible lay near, which you took in 
your Hand, but durſt not open, for fear the 

Sanctity 
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Sanctity of its Rules ſhould reproach you. The 
Diſtraction of your Thoughts, gave me hopes 
that you would recover yourſelf, and break the 
guilty Engagement you had made. To confirm 
your doubtful Vertue, I was on the Point of ma- 
king myſelf viſible, but the unaccountable Fear 
that Mortals have of the Inhabitants of the Imma- 
terial Worlds, reſtrain d me, leſt the Effect ſnould 
have been fatal to your timorous Temper, how- 
ever gentle, and propitious my Appearance and 
Addreſs had been; and I thought this Letter 
might leſs ſurprize, and more calmly perſuade you. 

You have yet a few Hours to recollect your- 
ſelf, and ſure you will not give up an unblemiſh'd 
Reputation, with all the Peace and Innocence of 
your Mind, to this blind extravagant Paſſion. 
Beſides, the Injuſtice to the unhappy Silvia, to 
whom Alcander is engag d by a thouſand Vows, 
and who now pines away in Obſcurity, a Victim to 
his Falſhood and Perjury. Be vertuous and com- 
paſſionate, be kind to her, and juſt to yourſelf. 

Ar rx this Warning, even from the Dead, 
your Crime will be aggravated. Vou muſt de- 
liberately venture on Perdition, and damn your- 
ſelf with Deſign and ſober Reflection. Vou muſt 
deſperately give up your Title to celeſtial Hap- 
pineſs, to the Worlds of Life and Pleaſure, of 
immortal Beauty and Youth. O how ſuperior to 
that, with which you are at this inſtant ſo * 
enamour d below ! 


LET: 
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* dear Siſter, I have often, ſince 1 
left the World, had the Priviledge 
to ſupply the Place of your Guardi- 
an Angel: I have been an inviſible 
Witneſs of your Tears for my 
Death; and to allay the Exceſs of your Grief 
for me, J have been at laſt permitted to let yon 
know that I am happy. - 

I cAN give you no Account, how my Soul 
was releas'd : I fell aſleep in perfect Health, with 
an unuſual Serenity of Mind, and from the gent- 
leſt Slumbers of Innocence and Peace, awak'd in 
immortal Bliſs. (How common is ſudden Death?) 
I found myſelf in a moment got above the Stars, 
and out-ſhining the Sun in its Meridian Splendor. 
Corruption had put on Incorruption, and Morta- 
lity was ſwallow'd up of Life and Immortality. 
O Death! I cry'd in the Exaltation of my 
Thoughts, O Death! where is thy Conqueſt > 
O ing of Terrors! where is thy boaſted Victo- 
ry? where is thy Scepter and Imperial Horrors, 
thy gloomy State, and dreadful Attendants ? 
where are thy vaſt Dominions, the cheerleſs and 
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formleſs Darkneſs, the Shade and the 1 8 SY 
the Seats of Corruption and Decay ? 

Tux Spell is broken! the Enchantment is 
. diffoly'd ! the Shadows, the Phantoms, the viſi- 
onary Terrors fly! the celeftial Morning dawns, 
and charming Scenes ariſe : But oh! how bound- 
leſs! how various! how ring the Proſ- 
re! 

STILL loſt in Joy and Wonder, Tell me, I 
ſaid, ye Angels, ye ſmiling Forms that ſurround 
me, what caſy Paſſage has my Spirit found from 
its mortal Priſon? What gentle Hand has un- 
lock'd my carthly Fetters, and brought me out 
of Darkneſs and Confinement, into immenſe 
Light and Liberty? Who was the kind Meſſen- 
ger, that convey'd the welcome Invitation to my 
Ear? What melodious Voice call'd me away 
from yonder cold tempeſtuous Regions, to theſe 
ſoft and peaceful Habitations? How have I found 
my Paſſage through the tractleſs Æther, and 
gain'd the Summit of the everlaſting Hills? Am 
I awake ? Do I dream? Is this a gay, a flatter- 
ing Viſion? Oh no! tis all bliſsful and tranſport- 
ing Certainty; I ſee, TI hear things unutterable, 
fuch as never cnter'd into the Heart of mortal 
Man to conceive. Read and believe; believe and 
be happy. 

You ſec, my dear Siſter, how blindly you 
repine at the Decrees of Heaven, and how un- 
reaſonably you lament what you call my early 
and untimely Fate. and I be happy too ſoon ? 
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TLierT the World indeed, in the full Pride 
of my youthſul Vears, in the Height of Great- 
neſs and Reputation, ſurrounded with the Blan- 
diſhments and Flatteries of Pleaſure. But theſe - 
Advantages might have been fatal Snares to my 
Vertue, in a longer Trial: Twas indulgent in 
Heaven, after a ſhort Probation, to crown me 
with the Rewards of Victory. Tis paſt the 
Toil, the Danger, and all to come is endleſs 
Peace and Triumph. | 

Ir you could ſee as far into Futurity now, 
and think as juſtly of it, as you will certainly do 
on your Death-bed, this Letter from me had 
been ſuperfluous; I only can de/q 7 it beneficial, 
you may make it fo. 
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2 Is paſt! The Voyage of Life is fi- 
7 WM niſh'd! Inſtead of informing you, 
* 1 that I am arrived at the Indian Coaſts, 
Fo — this is to let you know, that I am 
ſafely landed on the celeſtial Shores. The Veſ- 
ſel on which I was imbark'd, by a Tempeſt ſunk 
to the Bottom of the Ocean, and the Angel of 
the Waters receiv'd my newly unembody'd Soul. 

I was ſurpriz'd at the different manner ofmy 
Exiſtence; I breath'd indeed no longer, but I 
liv'd, I 8 I ſaw, with a more exquiſite Senſe 
than before. But a few Moments were paſt ſince 
the raging Billows carry'd Deſtruction in their 
Appearance, and now, I moved unterrificd 
through the Deeps, and ſurvey'd the Foundation 
of the antient Hills. The Regent of the Wa- 
ters, pleas'd with my Curioſity, led me through 
his Chryſtal Palaces, and Coral Groves ; ſhew'd 
me the Pearly Grottoes, and Alcoves of Amber, 
with a thouſand Wonders, kept ſecret from the 
Race of Men, ſince the Baſis of the Mountains 
were laid. As ſoon as I had gone the Round of 
the liquid Regions, an Ethereal Meſſenger took 
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me under his Conduct: I follow'd my gentle 
Guide, thro' the airy Spaces, and here was all 
Novelty and Surprize: I made the Tour of the 
Univerſe, and explor'd the Limits of the Creati- 
on, with unſpeakable Agility: I moved from Star 
to Star, and met ten thouſand Suns blazing in full 
Glory, without Fear or Confternation : I follow'd 
the Track of prodigious Comets, that drew their 
flaming Trains o'cr half the Sky. From the Pla- 
netary Regions I aſcended with the Eaſe and 
Swiftneſs of a Thought, to the ſuperior Heaven, 
the Imperial Palace of the Moſt High; but here 

Deſcription fails, and all beyond is unutterable. 
Tris is the only Account you can poſſibly 

receive of my Death, which your own Fears hat 
ſo truly preſaged at our Parting: And this, r my 
much-lov'd Henrietta, I hope will put an end to 
all your Anxiety; for ſince the Change has prov'd 


ſo happy for me, you are too much my Friend to 
be concern'd thereat. | 
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To my Lord ****, 
My dear BxoTres, 
S immaterial Beings mingle unſeen 


in what Society they pleaſe, I had 

the Curioſgy laſt Night, to know 
your Thoughts of what had hap- 
pen'd to you the Night before, and 
1 heard you make a very gay Declamation to 
ſome of your free Companions, on the Power of 
Fancy, and the Strength of your own Imagina- 
tion. But really, my Lord, you are not ſo vi- 
fionary and extravagant as you repreſented your- 
ſelf. There is nothing more certain than what 
you ſaw and heard, and you might have credited 
your Senſes without ſo much Diffidence and Mo- 
deſty, which you turn into a Vice. 

You have but a few Weeks, my dear Brother, 
to live, your Sands are number d, and your laſt 
Hour is determin'd. I obtain'd a Permiſſion ſel- 
dom allow'd, to give you ſome warning of your 
approaching Fate. 

Io Ros E the opportunity, when I found you 
in a clear Moon-light Night, ſitting in a penſive 
Poſture, 
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Poſture, by the Side of a Fountain in your Gar- 
den: To gain Credit to my Meſſage, I ſtood be- 
fore you, in the Splendor of a heavenly Form, 
and the Bloom of immortal Beauty; but ſo re- 


ſembling my former ſelf, that in your Surpriſe 


you call'd me Siſter, ad ſtep'd forward to em- 
brace me; I durſt not prophane myſelf by a mor- 
tal Touch, bur deluding your Arms, plac'd my- 
= before you on the oppoſite Side of the Canal. 
I ſtood filent ſome time, that you might be recol- 
lected; and then ſetting a golden Lute, which I 
had in my Hand, to one of the melodious Strains, 
which Angels ſing to expiring Saints, when they 
would ſoften the Agonies of Death, and make 
its Terrors ſmile : In thoſe languiſhing and melt- 
ing Notes, I gave you an Invitation to the, ſtarry 
Manſions, believing this would have a much. bet- 
ter Effect than any thing terrible, to one of your 
undaunted Temper, I deliver'd my Meſſage, and 
in an Inſtant difappear'd. 

I rave repeated theſc Circumſtances to you, 
as a Proof that all was real, and neither a Dream 
nor a waking Reverie, as you have perſuaded 
yourſelf. But ſince no Mortal knows this, but 
yourſelf, and you conceal'd the greateſt part of 
this Relation from your gay Friends, when you 
vas ſo eloquent on the Wonders of Imagination, 
J hope this will find its wiſh'd Succeſs, and put 
you on the moſt exact Preparation, to meet with 
a Chriſtian Fortitude the greateſt Terror that 
mortal Man can encounter. 'Tho' your Lite 


has been unſtain d with 7 baſe or r unjuſt Action, 
there 
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there are ſome Levities in your Converſation, that 
require your ſpeedy Penitence and Reformati- 
on; or ſeeming Trifſes will enlarge themſelves 
into the greateſt Terrors, 

"Fs a ſerious thing, my Lord, to die; 5 you 
thought ſo, when with the moſt render Concern 
you faw me ſhivering and pale, anxious and fear- 
ful,, on the very Borders of Life, doubtful to 
enter, and tcrrify'd at the Darkneſs that hung on 
the gloomy Valley ; when even the Follics of my 
Childhood, which was hardly paſt, and the 
ſlighteſt Errors of my Youth' fate heavy on my 
Soul. | 

AnD oh! how unwillingly did my Soul quit 
its agreeable Manſion! how many ſoft Engage- 
ments made me fond of Life! The charming 
Youth to whom I was contracted by my Parents, 
detain'd me with his "Tears; had Angels beck- 
on'd me to the Skies, that melting Language 
would have tempted me back. 

You little think, my dear Brother, what Re- 
gularity of the daes, what Sanctity of Man- 
ners, are neceſſary to take off the Horrors of 
Death, and make that gloomy Monarch wear a 
ſmiling Aſpect. a 

Tak E this friendly Admonition, and be for 
ever happy; then will that Relation which is 
now between us ſtill ſubſiſt, and I ſhall be, in Joys 
incxpreſſible, your Ster to all Eternity. 


SERENA. 


E 
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LETTER XVIL 


7 ParlocLEs, from IBRAHIM, 4 Turkiſh 
Baſſa. 


WAs you, my dear Philocles, that 
Heaven made the Inſtrument of my 
Converſion to Chriſtianity. But 
while I was in a State of Mortality, 
_ *twas impoſſible for me to know the 
Greatneſs of my Obligations to you, and to what 
Height of Felicity your friendly Inſtructions di- 
rected me. How low, how diſproportion'd were 
my Expectations, to the Grandeur of my preſent 
Happineſs! How ſuperior is it, even to thoſe 
noble Ideas your Deſcription gave me of Celeſtial 
Joys! As you converted me to, let me eftabliſh 
you in, the only true Religion. 

War Reaſon have I to bleſs the Moment 
that began our Acquaintance, and the Event that 
placed your Character to my View, in ſuch an 
agreeable Light? There was indeed ſomething 
in your whole Conduct ſo artleſs, ſo ſincere, ſo 
conformable to the ſtricteſt Rules of Truth and 
Juſtice, that I at once quitted my Prejudices to 
the Faith you avow'd. The Chriftian (which is 
not always the Caſe) recommended Chriſtianity. 
| TAE 
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Tux Negotiations I had with you when you 


were Conſul for the States of Holland, at Smyrna, 


gave me numerous Inftances of your honeſt and 
generous Diſpoſition : But nothing ſurpriz'd me 
more, than ſeeing you venture your Life in a 
dreadful Storm, to ſave a Portugueſe, your mortal 
Enemy, whoſe Veſſel was juſt overſet, and him- 
ſelf ready to ſink amidſt the threatning Waves, 
which he ttill then imagin'd leſs his Foe than 
yourſelf. 

I was Witneſs to the godlike Action, and 


immediately concluded, that there muſt be ſome- 


thing divine in a Religion, that could-raiſe human 
Nature to ſuch an Height of Beneficence. It 
was all reſiſtleſs Conviction, my Soul confeſs'd 
its Force, while I conſider'd with what a be- 
coming Modeſty you receiv'd the Acknowledg- 
ments of your Adverſary, as calmly as for ſome 
trifling Favour, you would have accepted the 
Thanks of your ſincereſt Friend. You ſeem'd 
conſcious of having done nothing extraordinary, 


nothing but what was ſuitable to the conſtant 


Diſpoſition of your Mind, if Heaven had fa- 
vour'd you with more frequent Occaſions of per- 
forming fuch Heroic Actions. You have a Senſe 
to make what is Heroic, Common. 

I T was a Charity truly divine, that made you 
hazard your Life, and expoſe it to the worſt of 
Torments, to reſcue me from Error. I was more 
inquiſitive than the Laws of the Alchoran allow d, 


which induc'd me to ſeek ſo many opportunities 


of converſing with you. Without the leaſt Cau- 
| tion 
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tion or Regard to your own Safety, you left your- 
ſelf to the Mercy of an Infidel, atis d my 
Scruples, and importun'd me to quit the Ma ho- 
metan Faith. Your Conduct was all Demonſtra- 
tion, and convinc'd me, that nothing but heaven- 
1y Truth, could inſpire you with ſuch Fortitude) 
and kindle in your Soul a Charity ſo perfectly diſ- 
intereſted. I was ſoon vanquiſh'd, and became a 
joyful Proſelyte to the Chriftian Principles, nor 
found the leaſt Regret in leaving my native Soil, 
to follow you to the Hague, where I might openly 

' profeſs the Faith I had embrac'd, and be | in a the 

Right with Impunity. 

IT was not long before a Vi ird me. 
When I found the Symptoms mortal, I ſent for 
you to caſe my burthen d Soul of the only Care 
that oppreſs'd it, but before you came my Speech 
was loſt: However, the Diſcovery was of ſuch | 
Importance, that it fill engages my Concern ; - 
nor is there any Perſon whoſe Fidelity I can de 


pend on like yours. 

I evxcnas'D a beautiful Grecian Slave, the 
firſt and only Object of my Love. 'Tho' ſhe was 
in my power, 1 only attempted by gentle Me- 
thods to gain her Affections, but in vain; her 
Chriſtian Belief ſtill ſet the View of fene Re- 
wards and Puniſhments before her, and check'd 
her ſofteſt Inclinations. To conquer her Vertue, 
I was induc'd to pervert her to the Doctrines of 
the Alchoran, As abſurdly as I reaſon'd, ſhe was 
ſoon convinc'd that her Soul was as periſhing as 
her Body, and that there was no Proſpect of Im- 
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mortality for any of her Sex; that preſent Joys 
were all ſhe could expect, and in loſing Youth 
and Love ſhe loſt the higheſt End of her eee 
Too ſoon the fair Apoſtate believed my deteſted 
Doctrines, and took the Poyſon from my Tongue, 
renounc'd the Great Meſſiah, and embraced the 
idle Dreams of an Impoſtor; gave up her Claim 


to Immortality, and yielded herſelf to my licen- 
tious Wiſhes. Thus free from the Reſtraints of 


Religion, the fair Libertine grew diſſolute and - 
prophane beyond the Limits of her Sex. Her 
ſportive Wit, and boundleſs Vanity, now ridi- 
cul'd all that ſhe once thought ſacred. There 
was ſomething ſo wild, ſo unnatural in her Impi- 
ety, that I half repented my Succeſs, but. never 
was truly ſenſible of the Injury I had done her, 
till I was convinc'd of the Truth of Chri iftianity. 

Tis this unſpeakable Damage that 1 hope you 
will find ſome Method to repair. Twill not be 
impoſſible, by ſome of your Friends to find Ac- 
ceſs to her. She is now at my Brother's Diſpoſal; 

her Ranſom will be caſy, and a Charity. worthy 
your Character. Your Charity will redeem; her 


Perſon, your Example her Mind, from a more de- 
plorable c 


IBRAH IRI. 
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LETTER XVIII. 


25 4 Son from his deceasd Far ber. : 


F there is the leaſt Spark of Filial 
Gratitude in your Breaſt ; if there 
is any Deference due to the Memo- 
ry of a once indulgent Father, I 
charge you to recall the Challenge 
you have ſent — What ſhall I ſay — not to your 
Adverſary, but to your generous, your well- 
meaning Friend. His Admonitions were juſt, 
and the Relation he gave you undoubted Fact. 
Vou know in your Conſcience, the Woman you 
vindicate, has neither Vertue nor Reputation to 
defend, while you are daring Death, and all the 
Horror that enſue, to juſtify a Wen Falſhood, 
and purchaſe Shame with Heaven. 

Ix you are kill'd in this mad Duel, the Moment 
you breathe your laſt, you will nie with a So- 
ciety that make very different Judgments of 
Things, from what paſs for Maxims of Honour 
among Mortals. You will appear with a very ill 
Grace, and on a moſt impertinent Occaſion, a- 
miorg the Spirits of Darkneſs, to whom you will 
be an eternal Object of Deriſion. The boaſted 
Beauty and Charms of your Miſtreſs, will be but 
a poor Excuſe for your Gallantry, tho' you ſhould 


tell them in Heroics, how the World has been loft 
for a Woman. 
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TRESsE Extravagancies will vaniſh with Mor- 
tality : Death will draw the Veil, and place more 
ſerious Scenes in view. You will find how cheap- 
ly you have fold immortal Glory, and curſe the 
fond Enchantment that led you on to Deſtruction. 
Deteſting that moſt, the Love of which is now 
your Inducement to Ruin. | 

Bur ask yourſelf, What is the Vertue of this 
finc Lady, in defence of whom you are going 
with ſuch Bravery to die? What is this Honour 
you are giving up your Life, and all your Hopes 
of Salvation to maintain ? 

T xs guiltleſs lovely Woman, is only per- 
jur d to her Marriage Vows: This Angel, this 
divine Creature, does but deceive, does but ex- 
poſe to Infamy, the beſt of Husbands : She docs 
but return his uncqual'd Tenderneſs, and conſtant 
Affection to her, with artful F ondneſs, and dif- 
ſembled Complaiſance : She is but inſenſible to 
the Merit of a Man who is his Country's Ornament 
and Pride ; a Perſon of the moſt graceful Appear- 
ance, by Natare form'd to pleaſe the niceſt of 

the Fair Sex; liberal and magnificent, obliging 
and ſincere above all Diſguiſe; and who, from 
his « own conſcious Honour, entirely confides in 
this artful Woman, whom he raiſed from Diſtreſs 
and Obſcurity. Charm'd with her Beauty and 
diſſembled Affection for him, he has indulg'd all 
her wild Ambition, gratify d her boundleſs Va- 
nity, and ſet no more limits to her Expences, 
than you now to your Folly. 

T ufs is the unhappy Man you would expoſe 
to gel of every ſenſeleſs Rake, by a publick 


Quarrel 
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Quarrel for the Reputation of his Wife. What 
Eumity could be ſo cruel as this Defence 
Av this is the dear innocent Charmer, whoſe 
Vertue, you would juſtiſy, even by damning your- 
ſelf, and murdering the generous Lindamor, your 
beſt, your experienc'd Friend, whoſe Sincerity has 
been his only Crime : Be not 10 ſhamefully valiant. 
Wir what Confuſion muſt you draw your 
Sword on a Man, to whom you have ſuch a Se- 
ries of Obligations? How often has he ſupply'd 
the Neceſlities to which your extravagant Gaming 
has reduc'd you, and diſcharged your Debts of 
Honour, as you call them? And what was his 
Offence now, but ſetting the Character of an in- 
famous Woman in its true Light, with a kind In- 
tention to reclaim you from ydur Dotage. 
WUuAx a fatal Influence has this diſſolute Paſ- 
fon had on your Mind! how profligate your Man- 
ners! how unlike to the firſt part of your Life! 
when a noble Inclination govern'd your Soul, and 
the lovely Erminia was all your Joy. Oh! may 
her youthful Charms recover you, and animate 
your Mind to glorious Actions. Your King, your 
Country, the Proteſtant Cauſe, the Rights and Li- 
berties of human Nature, now require your Cou- 
rage, and find better Employment for your Sword 
than to aſſaſſinate your Friends. If you are truly 


brave, have the Courage to n; the only way 
to conquer him. ä 
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makes me hope this may prove a 
Time to prevail with you, to pity 
the injured Hlviana, and be juſt to 
your Obligations to her. 

You once lov'd me, my Lord, and while I 
liv'd, the guiltleſs Paſſion had an Effect on your 
whole Conduct: But your Grief for me, gave a 
very extravagant Turn to your Mind, and inſtead 
of leading you to a ſuperior, a reaſonable Hap- 
pineſs, you have abandon'd yourſelf to the 
Heights of Senſuality; you have purſued Plea- 
ſure, in every rempting Diſguiſe ; refin'd on Vice, 
and turn'd it into a Science; and are too cruly 
learn'd in it. 5 

Y ov x ſtately Rooms have ſounded with night- 


1y Revels, and looſe enchanting Songs; your 


Groves and ſragrant Gardens have been devoted 


to Luxury, and infamous Delights; the Shades 


and Fountains have been witneſs to Scenes, un- 
becoming their chaſt Retreats; you have found 
out new Ways to Perdition, and {ct no Limits to 
your diſſolute Inclinations, which ſurvive Satiety 


itſelf. 
Bur 


from the Dead to the Living. 55 

Bur under this gay Diſguiſe, this Triumph 
of Vanity and Madneſs, you have not known an 
Interval of Happineſs, that has been ſincere: 
You could not conquer your owh good Senſe, nor 
wholly forget the Reſtraints of a noble Educati- 
on. I have been Witneſs to your ſecret Remorſe, 
your penitent Soliloquies : I have ſeen you recol- 
le& yourſelf, aſſume your native Greatneſs ; 
heard you with the moſt moving Eloquence la- 
ment your Folly, and aſſent to all the Rules of 
_ Temperance and Vertue ; aſſent to, and violate 
the ſame Hour. 

Vo v have relaps'd to your uſual Extravagance, 
'till this dangerous Sickneſs ſet the Terrors of 
Death in your view: Twas then you confeſs'd 
your Injuſtice to the charming Sykviana, it hung 
on your Soul, and appear'd with a thouſand Ag- 
gravations; nor will you ever know Peace, till 
you have confirm'd your Vows, and the abſolute 
Obligations you are under, to marry her. Obli- 
cations to be happy, methinks, ſhould be caſily 
comply'd with. 

How happy was the lovely Maid, in her 
humble Circumftances! how bleſs'd in ker ſpot= 
leſs Innocence! till Chance (in your rural Ex- 
curſions) led you in a luckleſs Hour, to the ver- 
dant Shade, where you found her retired to ſcreen 
herſelf from the mid-day Sun, unmoleſted with 
the Cares of Love or Ambition. 

TE natural Elegance, the Modeſty, and Ea- 
ſmeſs of her Behaviour, fired your Thoughts, 
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and partly by Violence, and partly with the moſt | 
ſolemn Vows of Marriage, you ruin'd her. 

Bur what unaffected Sorrow, what Remorſe, 
that fatal Moment coſt her, you have often wit- 
neſſed! with what graceful Pride has ſhe ſince re- 
fus'd the leaſt Favour, and been inflexible to your 
ſofteſt Perſuaſions, on any Terms, but the Mar- 


riage you promis'd her? How moving have her 


Tears been! how juſt her Complaints! what a 
Pomp of Vertue, what a conſcious Greatneſs has 
appear'd in her Aſpect, when by your artful Ad- 
dreſſes you have again cudeavour'd to ſeduce her: 
Nor Preſents, nor Equipage, nor the moſt pro- 
fuſe Settlement you have offer'd her, has tempted 
her to act in any Character, but what Vertue 
might own, in the view of Heaven and the 
World. Her very Crime, with you, ſhould have 
the Force of Vertue in it. 

Your Quality, my Lord, does not abſolve 
you from the divine Laws, nor give a Sanction to 
Perjury, but rather enforces the Obligations of 
Equity and Truth. In real Merit, the fair Hlvi- 
ana is not your Inferior ; but if the were, Hea- 
ven docs not diſpenſe with the Rules of Juſtice on 
the account of airy Titles, and imaginary Di- 
ſtinctions of Birth. The higheſt Satisfaction that 
you can make, may perhaps never give her that 
Tranquility ſhe enjoy'd in her firſt humble Cir- 
cumſtances. Could you reſtore her loſt Inno- 
cence, the would be more bleſs'd in that, than in 


all the Grandeur to which you can raiſe her. You 


may 
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may alleviate her Misfortune, you cannot make 
full amends. 
Nox can the Loſs of a tepdle Parent be re- 
pair'd. With a modeſt Ingenuity the injur'd 
Nymph confeſs'd her Crime to her pious Mother, 
who was ſo oppreſs'd with the Thought of ſuch 
an Infamy, that in a few Weeks ſhe expired, and 
left her beauteous Daughter, to weep out her ſo- 
litary Hours. Her Diſtreſs demands your Com- 
paſſion; and by an Act of Juſtice to her, you 


will ſecure your future Peace and Happineſs; 
and ſhew your Gratitude to 


| MARIAN A. 


— 


4 > Cy man TA 1 * 


92 9 
4s {XS 
. 2 S 
4 . N 


7 x 


= — heiee 


7 
Co 
% — — — . 


1 x 


— 
” 


To VARRIUS. 


O have ſoon forgot my dying Ad- 
= monitions, and the Promiſe you 
made me, to quit the guilty Amour 
you are ſtill purſuing, Can you 
with Deliberation, with Reflection, 
proceed in a Deſign which muſt, if you ſucceed, 
plunge the beautiful Ceora in Guilt and Infamy, 
whom you love? What could Hatred do more ? 

Bur with what Horror ought you to reflect 
on the Injury you are doing to the generous Al. 
phonſus, your Benefactor: Is there nothing en- 
gaging in thoſe Titles? Or rather are they not 
Words of the maſt ſacred Importance? Make it 
not the tuture Intereſt of Mankind to be your 
Foes. 

A Man of your pretended Honour, could 
not bear the Reproach of a Lic, and yet you are 
acting a Lie; practiſing the vileſt Treachery, and 
expoſing a Perſon of Merit to Ridicule. This, 
however unjuſt, muſt be the Conſequence of your 
Succeſs, while he, ſecure in his own Worth and 
Integrity, continues to careſs the Wretch that 


injures him, How can you ſupport the Stings of 
his Kindneſs to you: 7 


To 
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To this injur'd, this generous Man, you owe 
the Height of your Fortune: Twas his Intereſt 
alone that brought you into Publick Truſt and 
Reputation: To requite him, you are violating 
all the Laws of Humanity, bringing Infamy on 
his Family, and ſecretly endeavouring to rival 
him in the Affections of his charming Wife, the 
Object of all his vertuous Joys; of which, from 
whom could he more properly exact the Protecti- 
on, than from you? 

CAN you, unmov'd, recal the Diſtreſs into 
which a Crime of this nature plung'd my heedleſs 
Youth ? What Remorſe, what Confuſion, a Mo- 
ment's Madneſs coſt me? You was the only Con- 
fident to whom I diſcover'd the ſecret Wound it 
gave my bleeding Soul. 

Bu r how fatal was that one Sally of an ex- 
travagant Paſſion to all my future Repoſe ? Def- 
pair and Horror fill'd my Breaſt, when I conſi- 

der'd the Injury I had done was beyond Repara- 
tion. Retirement was ng more my Sanctuary 
from the noiſy Crowd ; the Image of my Crime 
purſued me with inexpreſſible Terrors. The in- 
nocent Diverſions of Life were tafteleſs ; Muſick 
and Wit had loft their Charms: The Propoſals 
of Pleaſure were like Jeſts to dying Men, like. 
Recreations to the Damn'd. Whatever Decency 
appear d in my Publick Behaviour, you were 
witneſs to the private Intervals of my Grief, and 
gave ſome Relief to my Anguiſn, bearing my 
Complaints with an obliging Attention. But 
Nature, after all its Efforts ſunk; the Pride of 
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my Youth yielded to the gloomy Diſtemper: 
Vet the Sincerity of my Repentance found Ac- . 
ceptance; and, as my laſt Hour approach'd, 
ſome propitious Spirit breath'd Peace and divine 
Conſolation to my Soul; and in theſe gentle 
Whiſpers reproved my Infidelity : 


Why ſbould preſumptuous Man, with feeble doubt, 
And Impotence of Thought, mark out the Bounds 
Of Clemency divine? — W hat Tongue ſball dare 
Pronounce, with impious Vanity, theſe Words ? 
« Thus far, nor farther, thy exulting Waves, 

e O thou Abyſs of ſacred Love, ſball roll; 

« Here thy triumphant Billows ſball retire, 

&« Nor paſs the Bounds of human Diffidence. 


BvT however ſerene the laſt Scene of my Life 
was, I would not, for all the Joys the lower 
Creation could give, endure the Diſtraction and 
Remorſe that one Error coſt me. Are you ſoft- 
en'd at the Complaints of my Miſery ? be terri- 
iy'd at the Approaches of your own. 

Tus warn'd, I hope you will retire. A 
thouſand Accidents have hitherto prevented your 
Guilt, and croſs d the Madneſs of your Love: 
Some Pauſe of Reaſon, ſome Effort of Vertue 
may, at laſt, recover you from the Paths of Ruin. 
Comply with Reaſon and Vertue, with Honour 
and Friendſhip, with your own Happineſs, and 
that of others; with the Intereſt of the Living, | 
and the Deſires of the Dead. | 
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THOUGHTS 


LF 00 


DE A T 


Tranſlated from the Mox al Essavs of the Meſ= 
fieurs du Port Royal. 


EE E YOND the Addreſs which Men 

have, never to think of Death, but 
as at a very great diſtance, nor to view 
| it, but in ſome other Perſon, without 
putting themſelves one Moment in the Place of 
the Dying: They have yet a farther Art to de- 
lude themſelves, by forming ſuch a general and 
confus'd Idea, as conceals from them all that is 
moſt terrible in Death. | 

Txt vy conceive little elſe of this State, but as 
a privation of Senſe, and a Separation from the 
Commerce of Life; ſo that when they ſay, a 
Man is dead, they only mean, that they ſee him 
no more, and that he ſhares no longer in the Af- 
fairs of the World. In a Word, their Idea of 
Death 
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Death is only form'd on what Men ceaſe to do in 
dying, and not on what they begin to do and 
feel, while yet it is that which conſtitutes its moſt 
dreadful Circumſtance. | 

DEAT R is indeed a Privation of Lite, and 
human Action, but it is a Privation which is felt, 
and produces ſurpriſing Effects in the Soul. In 
order to comprehend theſe Effects, it is neceſſary 
to conſider, that while the Soul is united to the 
Body, its Attention is divided by divers Kinds of 
Senſations, Imaginations, and Paſſions; it feels 
the Objects which act on the Body, eccording to 
their different manner of Influence; and theſe 
different ways of perceiving, are call'd Senſations. 
On theſe the Soul forms its Ideas of all things, 
to which it is united by its Paſſions, and is always 
employ'd about theſe Objects, and not only em- 
ploy'd, but leans and repoſes on them, when it 
is not entirely united to Gop: For not being 
made with a Capacity to ſuſtain itſelf, the Soul 
neceſſarily ſeeks ſome foreign Support. It was 
form'd to know and love, but finding nothing 
within ſufficient to ſatisfy theſe Inclinations, it is 
forc'd with ſome other Objects to fill the Void it 
finds in itſelf. Some of theſe Objects make a- 
grecable Impreſſions on the Senſe ; others content 
our Curioſity and Vanity; others relieve the 
Mind, by turning it from things which appear 
diſguſting ; ſome nouriſh its Hopes, while others 
fortify it againſt its Fears. The Soul inclines to 
all the Objects of Senſe, and is engag d and ſup- 

| ported 
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ported by them, in ſuch a manner, that it cannot 
prove a Separation without Pain and Emotion. 

Wr are not always ſenſible of theſe Ties, but 
the Soul begins to feel them, when it comes to 
be ſeparated from what it loves: It has then a 
Senſe of the Privation, proportionable to its Uni- 
on with them: So true is that Maxim of St. Au- 
guſtin, ©< "Tis impoſſible to loſe any thing with- 
« out Sorrow, vat what we poſſeſs without 
« Paſlion”. Yi 

THERE are few Perſons free from an infinite 
number of theſe Engagements; and tho' we are 
ignorant of them, till an actual Separation diſco- 
vers what they are, we may nevertheleſs conceive 
ſomething, by ſeparating ourſelves from them in 
our Thoughts, and imagining we are deprived 
of them by ſome Accident. 

Fon Inſtance, take a Perſon who PRE not 
ſeem to place his Happineſs in the Objects of 
Sight, and fancies they contribute nothing to the 
Tranquility of his Mind; and ſuppoſe him ſud- 
denly depriv'd of his Sight, tho' in all other Cir- 
cumſtances, happy, we ſhould find him affected 
with the Loſs, as the greateſt Misfortune. The 
Sight of Mankind gives us ſome Conſolation, be- 
cauſe we always diſcover in them a certain Ap- 
pearance of Compaſſion, capable to give us ſuc- 
cour in our Neceſſities; which at leaſt indulges 
our Hopes, and thoſe 1 85 excite a kind of 
ſecret Joy. 

Tre Objeds, Which in ſome "eſpe are diſ- 
guſting to the Soul, and raiſe its Fears and Aver- 
L fion, 
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appeas' d, yet the Imagination always furniſhes 


arriving at the End of their Deſires, employ and 
divert the Mind. 


thing real, forms imaginary Supports, on which 


ſion, yet in other Views fail not to ſuſtain it. For 
tho' theſe uneaſy Paſſions cannot be altogether 


them with Means, or Hopes that quiet them, 
while the Purfuit of theſe Means, or the Hopes of 


ALL the Objects to which the Soul is join'd, 
by the Senſes, Imagination, Reaſon, or Paſſions, 
are its Goods and Riches; and even thoſe we 
call Poor, abound in theſe ſort of Goods. If 
they want Palaces, or even a Cottage, they have 
the Sky, the Sun, and Stars, of which the Proſ- 
pect is ſo magnificent, that St. Auguſtine ſays, 
« *Tis a greater Bleſſing for the Poor to behold 
« the Heavenly Luminarics, than for the Rich 
« to view their golden Lamps. 

Tus in the Privation of ſome Advantages, 
we. comfort ourſelves with others, true or falſe, 
that we either poſſeſs or hope for. As the Body 
always finds ſomething to bear it, even when thro' 
Weatineſs it falls to the Ground, it there finds a 
Support: So the Soul, ſick and feeble, never fails 


of ſomething to ſuſtain it; and when there is no- 


(vain as they are) it leans, 

Turs Neceſſity of human Conſolations is not 
peculiar to vicious Men; in ſome 3 the 
Vertuous want their Relief. There are fe 1 
ſons ſo perfect, but they have ftill ſome remamiig 
Tye to the World. Fatigued by a long Atten-, 
tion to Spiritual — they are fore d, in di- 
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vers Inſtances, to abandon themſelves, and fl y, 
for Satisfaction, to their Friends, their Children, 
their Eſtates, to a Field of their own planting, 
or an Edifice of their own raiſing. ved 
Tus is the Condition of Man in this Life, 
which may help us to comprehend what Death is, 
with the Effects it produces. We ought to look 
on it as the Rupture of all that unites us to the 
Creatures; a general Separation from the Objects 
of Senſe; the cancelling all human Ties, and 
every Pleaſure the Soul found in them; with a 
total. privation of what it lov'd and enjoy'd on 
Earth. When a Man dies, he loſes not only 
what he call'd his Wealth, but the Firmament, 
the Sun, the Stars, the Air, the Earth, and all 
the reſt of Nature; he loſes his Body, and all 
thoſe Sentiments that gave him pleaſure ; he loſes 
his Relations, his Friends, and all Mankind ; he 
loſes all Relief, all Support; and in ſhort, all 
the Objects of his Senſes and Paſſions, . 
IND EI if the Soul, in ſome degree united to 
theſe, finds itſelf united to Gon, by a holy Love, 
tho' the Privation of the Creatures, cauſes ſome 
Emotion, yet it ſinks not into Deſpair; for this 
divine Principle ſuſtains it, and growing more 
active, confirms its Hopes, of being ſhortly 
united to, and overwhelm'd in that Abyſs of 
Pleaſure, which alone can ſatisfy all its Capacity 
of loving. 
Bur whois FER to conceive the State of the 


miſerable Soul, when it comes, by Death, to be 
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rent from all the Objects of its Inclinations; from 
all that ſuſtain d it, during Life, and finds nothing 
in itſelf, on which to lean. Its Propenſities to 
Love, and enjoy what it lov'd, become, beyond 
compariſon, more lively and anden, while all 
the Soul was fond of, eſcapes and flies before her, 
with an everlaſting Flight, without leaving the 
leaſt Hope of Fruition ; ſhe loſes all, finds no- 
thing, all ſinks under her, all vaniſhes; and diſ- 
appears for ever. 

T xs not poſſible, in this World, to compre- 
hend a State ſo perfectly miſerable ; all one can 
fay, to give ſome Idea of it, is this : *Tis a ter- 
rible Fall of the Soul, by a ſudden Removal of 
all its Supports; tis an horrible Famine, by a 
Privation of its Nouriſhment ; *tis an infinite 
Void, by the Annihilation of all that fill'd it; 
*tis an extream Poverty, by the entire Loſs of 
that which was its Wealth ; *tis a ghaſtly Soli- 
tude, by the Separation it finds itſelf in, from all 
Union and Society; tis a dreadful Deſolation, by 
the want of all Conſolation; tis a cruel Rupture, 
which violently rends the Soul from every _—_ 
ject of its Love. 
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DERSof COLUMNS, with their Entab- 
latures and Pedeſtals, the Proportions whereof 
are taken from the Immortal ANDREW PAL- 
L AD TO, and laid down after Will. Halſpeuny's 
Practical Method, by Michael Hoare, Carpenter. 
The Second Edition, illuſtrated with thirteen Cop- 
per 8 engra ven by the beſt Hands. Price 
25, 64. „ 500 

11. A Learned Diſſertation on D UMP 
LING: Its Dignity, Antiquity and Excellence. 
With a Word upon PUDDING; and many 
other uſeful Diſcoveries of great Moment to the 
Publick. To which is added Namby Pamby, a 
Panegyrick on the new Verſification. Addreſs'd 
to =P. Eſq; The 7th Edition. Pr. 6 d. 
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In PROSE and VERSE. 


By the AUTHOR of 
FRI E N DS HIP in DE AT H. 


— 


— 


| To which are added, 
TER LET FF HED 
By ANOTHER HAND. 
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PART I. 


8 


THE SECOND EDITION. 


»„ 


L O V D O N. 
Printed for T. Wo R RALL, at Judge Cox ESC 


Head, over againſt St. Dunſtan's Church in 
Veet- Street. 1733. 
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Moral and Entertaining; 


L E T TE R I. 
From PHILARIO, 70 his Friend 3 relat- 
ing his mbappy Amour with AM As 1A. 


My dear Cu A u wr, : "1989981 FH 
EGAN HATEVER reproaches my paſt 
Al follics: have deſerved, I know my 
WY preſent misfortunes will raiſe your 
Fa compaſſion. — The gentle AMASTA 
is no more, ſhe expir'd in my arms, 

and I have paid the laſt rites to her memory. 

Your ſafpicions were juſt, that I had pervert- 
ed and ſecretly kept her, contrary to all the 
friendly admonitions you gave me. The ſprin g 
of my miſery was my father's marrying me at 
twelve years old (O curſed avarice!) to a girl 
of ten, only to ſecure her vaſt fortune to his 
family. As T grew old, inſtead of liking, I con- 
B ceived 
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ceived in uficonqucrable averfion to the innocent 
creature; but no arguments could prevail with 
my father to break the. contract, and I was as 
obſtinate never to compleat the marriage. Thus 
entangled I grew uneaſy, which my ſiſter obſery- 
ing, to divert my chagrin, often carried me with 
her, to viſit a young lady deſcended from a 
good family, but decay d in fortune and ob- 
ſcure: having never met her before in any pub- 
lick place, I was ſurprized at the ſight of ſuch 
an accompliſh'd beauty, which her fine genius, 
. and a thouſand elegancies in her converſation till 


heighten'd. Here the guilty inclination began; 


which, never preſaging its fatal event, I cheriſh- 
ed, and reſolved to be happy, in ſpite of the 
incumbrance of my young wife, who, without 


any matrimonial cares at her heart, diverted her- 


ſelf with her babies and play-things ; while I, 
priviledged by my fiſter's difcretion and intima- 


cy, continued my viſits to AM ASIA; whom we 


always found with her mother, the pious and difs 
creet Sophronia, whoſe only fault was being a little 
too reſerv d and ſevere in her temper. But Au- 
514 had a natural diſpoſition to books and ſoli- 
tude, with a temper rather ſerious and penſive, 
than gay; which made the ſtrictneſs of her mo- 
ther's| conduct and her own confinement eaſy, 


The little ſociety. ſhe had was with ſome grave 
and good women of Sophronid's acquaintance, 


who took care to inform her, that all the men 


af the preſent age were rakes and atheiſts, and 


the young W better, nor hardly ſo good 
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as they ſhould be; and that converſing with ſuch 
ſage perſons as themſelves was the moſt reputable: 
thing ſhe could do. AMAsr1a aſſented to their 
wiſe maxims, my ſiſter and I being the only ac- 
quaintance- of a modern character that were ad- 
mitted to the houſe. I made my ſelf ſo agreea- 
ble to Sophronia, that J got the office of reader 
to the family; but, to my ſecret mortification, 
inſtead of plays, ſhe confined me to hiſtory, or 
ſermons, tho my accent was better ſuited to the 
| ſtage than the pulpit : however my fair audience 
were pleas'd/ and attentive, and I would rather 
have taken Orders than have loſt my employment. 
But it was not long before cautious Sophronia faw 
through the diſguiſe of my zeal ; and obſerving 
a greater gaiety than was uſual to AMAsTA's 
temper, in converſing with me; ſhe told my ſiſter 
freely her ſuſpicions, intreating her, as ſhe va- 
lued her daughter's reputation, to bring me no 
more with her. My lifter, who was perfectly 
virtuous, was alarm'd at the diſcovery, and would 
never from that time ſuffer me to accompany her. 

I had now no way to let AM As 1A know the 
violence of my paſſion, but- by a letter, which 
unluckily fell into her mother's hands; by this, 
confirm'd in her fears, the charg'd Amas1a, as 
the expected her bleſſing, to ſend back any future 
billet from me unopen d; which ſevere injunction 
ſhe punctually obey d till her mother's death, which 
happen'd in the midft of this adventure: the was 
ſuddenly ſeized, and finding her ſickneſs mortal, 
ſhe took the weeping fair by the hand, demanding, 
B 2 as 
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as the laſt proof of her duty, that ſhe would in 
the preſence of the all- ſeeing Deity promiſe ne- 
ver to converſe with me, or receive my addreſſes. 
This Ax As A could not deny a dying tender 
parent: but oh! how fatal to her ſelf and me 
was this engagement! how wild was my grief, 
when my ſiſter informed me of the cruel obliga- 
tion! However, I waitcd 'till the formalities of 
ſorrow due to her mother's memory were paſt ; 
when with the impatience of love I haſted to her 
houſe, and bribing her ſervant, got admittance 
without AuAsTA's knowledge to her chamber. 
Never did her charms appear to ſuch advan- 
tage: the ſoft ſurprize, the modeſt confuſion, the 
ſtruggle between a tender inclination, and the 
reſtraint of conſcious honour, gave her a thou- 
{and nameleſs graces: whether the yielding beau- 
ty with a gentle languiſhment betray'd the paſ- 
fon ſhe had long diſguis'd, or whether recover- 
ing her ſelf with all the pomp of virtue ſhe re- 
proach'd my attempt, ſtill ſhe put on, reſiſtleſs 
charms; but in every tranſporting variety of her 
temper, I faw my, own advantage, nor left the 
conqueſt unfiniſh'd. With deep repentance, I 
now confeſs, it gave me an impious pleaſure to 
find love triumphant over all the. pride of virtue; 
but heaven ſoon avenged its cauſe, and humbled 
me in the height of my ſucceſsful inſolence. 
I had not Jong continued my viſits to AM A- 
s1A, but an affair of conſequence required my 
abſence tor ſomes weeks; in the mean time ſhe 
was ſeized with a fever. As ſhe found the ſymp- 
| toms 
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toms mortal, ſhe wrote and Immediately: ſent me 
this Letter. 


My dear PHILARIO, 


772 ER E are thoſe ages of Jove, that 8 
aud eternal ſeries of tranquillity and joy, 
with which you prophanely flatterd me? The 
bright deluſion, the viſionary paradiſe is already 
loft : my ſun is ſetting at noon; an untimely even- 
ing draws its ſhadows over all my promis d joys. 
That immortal bloom, thoſe heavenly charms that 
you told me might bid defiance to ſickneſs and age, 
are already blaſted by a cruel Diſeaſe a ſudden 
autumn has wither'd my prime; the lillies droop, the 
roſes die, chilling winter has faded my youthful 
ſpring. — But a few days more and I am duſt. 

This truth ſits heavy on my ſoul, and brings my 
guilt with its full aggravation in view my mo- 
ther's dying admonitions, my broken vows terrify 
me to diſtraction. My crime was not the effe# of 
ignorance and inadvertency ; pitying angels ſet the 
penalties of eternal damnation, and the recompence 
of an immortal crown. in proſpec before me; the 
caverns of death diſclos d their terrors, and the 
realms of celeſtial light open'd their glories to my 
active imaginaticn : I was forewarn'd by the ad- 
vice of a dying parent of the infamy and ruin, to 
which this ſoft temptation betray'd me. I had ex- 
perienc d the ſatisfactious of reaſon and virtue. But 
for you I ventur d on preſent and future perdition, 
and gave up my title to all the joys of immortality; 
and now ye regions of divine delight, you have no 
| attraci. 
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attractions for a mind ſo impure, I would only fly 
to you, as a retreat from infernal miſery. 

And yet, too charming youth / you engage my af 
fections; I would live, but (O fatal madneſs ! } I 
would live for you by you I was ſeduc'd, but oh! 
may your ſoul ftand clear of * ruin! 'Tis my felf 
wot jou I would accuſe. 

' Laſt night (if waking or in a dream I am uncer- 
tain) my mother's venerable ſbade, majeſtick in 
heavenly ſplendor appear'd to me, and bid me, Pre- 
pare for the ſilent Tomb! — What preparation can 
I make? What penitence can attone for repeated per- 
jury, for crimes againſt the cleareſt convictions of 
Seven light, and the ſanction of voluntary vows? 

M hat figures of ſpeech could you make -uſs of to 
rake off from vices like theſe their deformity ® What 
eloquence did you employ thus to pervert my judge 
ment? By what infernal inc hantment was I led on 
to mine 0wn deſtruction? —— You have undone me, 
but I am hopeleſs Can you make no repavation ? 
Cannot you reverſe the injury, and talk as well in 
the cauſe of heaven as you did in the intereſt of 
hell? — Oh make the compaſſionate trial | — Can 
yon pray? — Can you implore mercy for me? — Per- 
ſuaſion dwell upon your tongue | Could you be fin- 
cere heaven perhaps may hear; — My ſtrength is 
ſpent / — I faint ! — Fly 0 my affiftance, t hat 

at leaſt 1 may take a laſt farewell. AMAST A. 


This letter ſurpriſed and diſtracted me, I 
knew not what I did or faid : but I order d my 
_ and return'd with all the ſpeed that love 

could 
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could give me to the idol of my ſoul, whom I 
found by intervals in her vere ſenſes bur in 
the agonies of death. 

The melancholy ſcene will never quit my me- 
mory. Death came, attended by his real and fanta- 
ſtick horrors; he made his approach with every 
circumſtance terrible to nature or reaſon: never 
was. the paſſage to his waſte, dominions more 
gloomy; never did a departing ſpirit quit the 

light of heaven with more reluctance. 

Oh / ſhe cried, graſping my hand, whither am 
I going? to what ano regions © On what de- 

folate coafts am ] doom d eternally to wander? How 
dark the ere how long the paſſage that opens 
before me — See youder ſullen , gboſt Deckows me 
away / another pale ſpectrs ſunemons me to 
the grave, and bids, me mingle with the dead 
How my ſenſes wander. ! === Oh for à month's === 
a week's -— an hour's reprieve.! Then, fixing her 
eager eyes on mine, ſhe ask'd, Cannot you procure 
this for me, after all your boafted love? — I an 
cited to the ſupream tribunal, === have yon the 
hardineſs to appear for me ? === The whole crea- 
tion cannot aid me in this extremity /; After which 
the lay long ſpeechleſs and convulg'd, and caſting 
a diſmal glance at me, with a heavy-groan expir d. 
J. could not refuſe this ſad; recital to your re- 
queſt, and my avow'd confidence in you: tis 
ſome kind af relief to pour my grief into your 
boſom, and to excite in yours a 1 com- 
paſſion, we I en you feel ſor 
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From CASSANDER, to 4 Gentleman at Venice, 
e the murder of his friend. 


Ny dear FxIEND, 

p H why do I prophane that cred 
title! If you knew me you would 
ſtart, as if the fiends below had giv- 
en you that appellation. — But I 
| muſt unmask my ſelf, whatever 
horror the monſtrous appearance gives you : 
perhaps ſome ſparks of pity may mingle with 
your averſion, when you find my 1 bears 
kn proportion to my guilt. 

Oh think what it is! — Imagine the dreadlul 
ſcene I would unveil ! Recal the moſt tragical 
action, that was ever repreſented on the ſtage; 
or the moſt bloody effect of fury, that has been 
Ly perpetrated'in human liſe ! 

Why do not the tears that fall from my eyes 
ſtain the paper with a ſanguine hue? Why does 
not blood inſtead of ink flow from my pen in 
diſmal characters, to mark my crime? Why 
ſhould T expreſs my ſelf in the language of men, 
and not invoke the infernal furies to teach me 
thcir dialect, that J may give my guilt its pro- 


per 
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per aggravation: for mine's a deed of darkneſs, 
fit for the records of hell — Murder! — execra- 
ble murder! — This curſed hand that trembles 
every nerve to relate it, gave the deadly wound! 
— Horror ! Confuſion! — Scarce can I re- 
frain by the wildeſt imprecations to haſten that 
vengeance, at which I tremble: — twill fall too 
ſoon, and with ſome terrible diſtinction: for 
mine was a ſin of a ſuperior note, mark d with 
uncommon malignity. 

In vain am I acquitted at a human tribunal, 
by the partiality of juſtice, and the ſollicitativns 
of powerful friends; while by my own con- 
ſcience and the divine laws I am evidently con- 
demn'd. What plea ſhall I find againſt the re- 
proaches of my own reaſon, that reſtleſs moni- 
tor within? To what ſhelter ſhall I fly from un- 
erring juſtice? — Hide me, ye rocks? cover me 
ye mountains, from the . purſuit of eternal ven- 
geance ! 

My ſin was an outrage againſt noma a ach 
ance of all the laws of friendſhip and humanity. 
— You dare not believe me, when I tell you twas 
my friend ? — Oh diſtracting thought! — my 
friend! — the young, the gentle Antonio that IL 
murder d! — ] ſee him fall! — I ſee him bleed I 
— The ſoul-ſits quivering on his lips, his eye- 
balls rowl in death! — I behold the gaping, 
wound, the laſt convulſive pangs, the pale and 
ſenſeleſs corps extended on the ground! The 
dreadful ſecne is for ever new, and [riſes before 
me n wnſulung: horror. The viſionary terrors, 

eK 2 haunt 
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haunt my ſolitary retreats, and damp the joy of 
ſociety: my days are unacquainted with peace, 


my nights with reſt; the whole creation is an un- 


diftinguiſh'd chaos; the skies have loft their 
light, the fields their verdure; every charm is 
blotted from the face of nature; the ſweeteſt o- 
dours no more refreſn me; bumcay with its 
ſoothing tones no more delights me; I ſicken at 
the moſt luxurious banquets ; the richeſt wines 
have loſt their flavour; beauty no more invites, 
nor pleaſure with her ſolteſt eloquence allures me. 

Thoſe fair gardens, where art and nature com- 
Wr to rival all that has been fabled of the vale 
of Tempe, or the Cyprian groves, theſe ſoft re- 
treats, which were late my pride and delight, 
now yield a gloomy. proſpect, and look like the 
ſeats of deſolation and deſpair: for here the bloody 
fact was done; here I violated nature's great ori- 
ginal law, defyd eternal juſtice, and feal'd a 
own perdition. 

Lou know with what frenzy I doated on the 
artful Marcella; ſhe was the idol of my thoughts, 
With her I ſpent my gay licentious hours, re- 
gardleſs of my honour, my country, or my 
friends; for her I contriv'd gardens of pleaſure, 

open d chriltal fountains, rais d bowers, perfum'd 
with every fragrant bloſſom to entertain her; nor 
once believ'd the could be capable of ingratitade, 

till chat fatal night when nn . with the 
unhappy Antonio. 

I return d more early than uſual Gen en ap- 
n debauch, and not finding Marcella in her 


appartment, 
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appartment, I run immediately into a private gar- 
den, where ſhe ſometimes took an Hvening wall, 
The moon ſhone clear, and at the entrance of an 
arbour, I ſaw her ſitting with Antonio, looſely 
reclining his head in her lap: he roſe, and came 
forward ſmiling, whether with an air of inſult, 
or railery, I did not ſtay to conſider, but fluſtid 
with wine, and enrag d with jealouſy, I drew my 
ſword, and ſtabb d him through the heart, while 


Marcella in a, Boon lay FL and W at my 
feet. | | 2 | 
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My rage was ſpent in a hoe, my amo- 
rous flame .cxtinguiſh'd, and friendſhip. with all 
its force return'd' riumphant.on my ſoul. T:threw 

my ſelf on the ground, by the dying youth, ſup- 
ported and embrac d him, 1 melted i into tears, and 
call d aloud on his pity to forgive me: my ſer- 
vants were Alarm d, and ruſhing into the garden 
beheld the bloody ſcene. 

By this time Marcella was recover d from her 

ſwoon, and reproach'd my raſhneſs, aſſuring me 
ſhe had employed all her art to perſuade him to 
comply with that fatal affignation ; ſhe frankly: 
od he had been long the object of her fondeſt 
deſires, but that till then he had refas'd any ſe- 
eret appointment with her, from a ſenſe of friends 
ſhip to me, and juſtice to his young and benutz. 
ful wife, whom he ſincerely lov'd; 

This diſeovery diſtracted me: I curs d my ſelf 
and her, and charg'd her to ay my ſight for e- 
ver, leaſt I ſhould double my guilt, and inure 
my ſelf to murder. I was ſo far from endeavour- 
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ing to eſcape the rigour of the law, that I chal- 
ljeng d. it, call'd aloud for the miniſters of juſtice, 
witneſs'd againſt my own Life, and avow'd: the 
barbarous fact. But however I was clear'd by a 
human verdict, I ftand condertin'd by a higher 
and more righteous deciſion: my conſcience tells 
mee Bünden e 3 


Ws be Door is ſour, : : 
"he D has paſs'd my everlaſting doom, 
% hich all created power can ner reverſe. . 
My days for N ſun is ſet 
N 15 final Harkneſs, 3 ne er to riſe again. 7 
5 7 #71 mmer 5 eint, eternal Winter's n. ES 
"the ſeaſen pa — 65 
7 0 me no, ray of meicy ei. "will ſhine, AU 
No o ſmiling te can of hope will ever riſe, 
"Fiftice divine, and ſelfceondenining guilt, | 
nan me over to eternal Woe. : 
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What repentance is there for a-wretch who 
can make no reſtitution? The injury I have done 
can never be cancell'd : *twas deſperate, twas ir- 
reparable miſchief, that J brought on the wretch- 
ed Antonio. I cut off his ſpace of tryal, his pro- 
bation for immortal joys, and tore him from all 
his future hopes of ſalvation. I perhaps ſur- 


priz'd him with all his fins and unrepented fol- 


lies on his head; his guilt might that inſtant be 
in its fulleſt magnitude, while I, with a more 
than infernal rage, ſeiz'd the curſed moment, and 
ſent an immortal ſpirit to hell. He may now be 


loading me with execrations, and ſounding re- 
| venge 
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venge through the caverns of darkneſs, againſt a 
miſcreant that barr d the gates of bliſs, and. o- 
pen'd his paſſage to the ep e of —_ and 
endleſs deſpair. LIE VT 
Theſe are the horrible ithagis' atlas han; mand 
Gonictimes drive me to the precipice of ruin. 
Laſt night in a dead and ſilent hour I _ my 
ſword and went ſoftly into my-garden, reſolving 
to ſtab my ſelf (ſo wild are the intervals of my 
grief) on the fame place where I -murder'd my 
friend: when I came near I ſaw, or my fancy on- 
ly made it real, a ghaſtly phantome reſembling 
the murder d Autonio, ſtanding on the very ſpot 
where I gave the fatal thruſt; his countenance 
wan and doleful; his motionleſs eyes fix d full on 
mine; while his Ind RE to the well-iniita- 
* W on his breaſt. 2 ib terttel Ihe 10 
The fight wither d my dad 2 the En 
drop'd from my trembling hand; guilt made me 
a coward, and with a childiſh fear I haftily.: res 
tir d to my chamber, calling one of my ſervants: to 
attend me. So unlike am I grown to my ſelf, L 
fart at a ſhadow, and ſhudder at the preſage of 
2 dream, am ſurrounded: With ill omens, and 
tormented with more direful forebodings within. 
We talk of racks, of hiſſing ſnakes, and gnaw- 
ing worms; but all the emphaſis of human lan- 
guage cannot deſeribe the tortures of an accuſing 
conſcience. The united force of art and nature 
cannot yield the leaſt relief. The light of para- 
diſe could not chear me: the ſongs of angels 


would but hcighten my remorſe, and augment 
the 


14 LET TE RS 


the exquiſite anguiſh: the gloom of impenetrable 
night, and the ſound of eternal tempeſts, would 
ſooner ſooth theſe unutterable agonies.. 
What privilege is my being? why am I curs'd 
with immortality ? Oh that my ſevere judge, my 
om potent adverſary would ſpeak me again into 
my primitive nothing, and with one . word 
Beil inet 1— yn 9 
Ti he! Beafts are ane Oy come forth and heyp 
Short watch on earth, aud then lie down and * 5 
Pain is for man, and ob] how vaſt a aun 
* * 1 5 en dhe Godbead:bleed:in vain \ 75 
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90 Ji 
— Aut aby db 1 think:it i in vun ſbe me! And 
of all human race exempted? Am I the only dis 
ftinguiſh'd ſinner excluded from the; benefit of 
that: infinite; atonement? Am I on earth, or: ſhue 
up in the infernal Prifon'? Oh ſtay thou glimmes 
ring beam of hope, with one heavenly viſfit chear 
my benighted ſoul! An uncertain af, a flattering 
Poffibility, would be a momentary heaven to me: 
twould be redemption from hell; e to a 
— — ; _ = Noce 037% 


If 7 muſt Ry 1 at thy feet 90 
IJbe bumble victim of thy wrath: ſball fall, 


| Tmploring mercy ſtilt; for mercy veigns 
Triumphant in thy nature tis thy boaſt, 
The attribute that reigns on this fide hell, 


= 
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My dear Clerimont, excuſe my freedom ; *tis 
0 for miſery to complain: had I been ac- 
quainted with a perſon of more piety and gene- 
rous compaſſion than your ſelf, I had ſpar'd you 
the reading of this. melancholy relation, to which 


your long ſtay at Venice has made you a ftranger. 
Adieu. I know you will pity —- 


The wretched CASSANDER. 
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To BELINDA, from SILVIA, to inform her of 


the reaſons of her ſudden retreat into the country. 


My dear BELINDA, 
Am indeed got back again 


To barmleſs plamwork, and to croaking rooks, 


Old ra halls, dull aunts, and godly books. 
Mr. Por k. 


to a view of nature in that ſimplicity which you 


rally ſo agreeably: but tis here I have recover d 
my peace, and am again grown a reaſonable crea- 
ture; to which thoſe godly books that you ſeem 
to have ſuch a notion of, have very much contri- 
buted, particularly biſhop Tillotſon. 

I ſee you ſmile, not in malice, but good na- 
ture, at the ſober confeſſion, and want of delica- 
cy in the choice of my reading : it diverts you, 
I know, that I ſhould let Dryden and Otway lie 
ſtupidly by me, and impertinently ſpend an hour 
in reading a ſermon; that when I am ſo well at 
caſe in this world, it ſhould ever enter into my 
head to think of another; and, that in the bloom 
of eighteen, I ſhould have ſuch a gloomy diſpo- 


ſition, as to think my ſelf mortal: and, if you 


will 
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will forgive me, I will own, that J ſometimes 
read the bible, in contempt of all modern refine- 
ments, and hope to form my life on that anti- 
quated ſcheme. Theſe are, I confeſs, my dear 
Belinda, a very unfaſhionable ſet of thoughts, 
and have nothing in them modiſh or polite. 

I believe you will be very inquiſitive to find 
what has put theſe odd, theſe ſtrange unaccount- 
able whimſies into my ral 


"Tis love, (you ſtart — you pity — you pray 7 for 


me) but tis love, a tender hopeleſs paſſion, that 
has had this ſurprizing effect! "Tis an abſolute 
deſpair of being happy in this world, that has 
put me on endeavours to ſecure the happineſs of 
the next: Could I have poſſeſt the idol of my 


foul, J had been at reſt, and had loſt the reliſh of 


ſaperior | Joys. 

But mine, with confuſion I own it, was a 
criminal affection forbid by earth and heaven; 
my bliſs was prohibited by laws human and di- 
vine. This confeſſion will ſurprize you, but 
could you know the ſeverity of my conduct, you 
would excuſe me, I have torn my ſelf from the 
| fight of the lovely youth for ever, though I 
could have loſt the light of the ſun with leſs re- 
luctance. My haſty retreat into the country was 
free and voluntary; and not, as was thought, 
the effect of my father's command. I was ſincere, 
heaven is my witneſs, in my deſire to free my 
ſelf from the criminal paſſion, and I thought the 
moſt certain way to conqueſt, was by flight. 


D | You 
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You know the tour my brother made to Paris, 
brought him acquainted with Monſieur le Comte 
de R—, and when, he came into England, my 
brother return'd with his family : I was in town, 
and waited on Madame la Comteſſe, who did me 
the honour to detain me ſome time with her, 
. Monſieur le Comte was one of the handſomeſt 
and beſt bred men in the world, and had as much 
of the Engliſh gravity as was agreeable to my own 
temper, which made me find his converſation 
very grateful and entertaining; nor had 1 the 
leaſt ſuſpicion that there was any hazard in ſuch 
a harmleſs ſatisfaction. J had convers'd in town 
with as much freedom as a virtuous education 
allow'd, and kept an <qual indifference, without 
the leaſt inclination to love, or even n to 
hate any mortal man. 


The Comte was perfectly well-bred, and my 
vanity made me interpret every little turn of gal- 
lantry, as the mark of ſome peculiar value and in- 
nocent; friendſhip he had for me: any other 
thought would have ſhock'd my delicacy, and 
put me on my guard, againſt the guilty pathon 
I found kindling in my own breaft, which, in- 
ſtead of oppoling, I indulg'd as gratitude, nd a 
juſt ſenſe of merit. | 

But I was ſoon ſenſible of the deluſion, and 
how ealily vice betrays an unguarded mind, under 
the ſpecious diſguiſe of virtue. I found this free- 
dom of converſation would prove fatal to all the 
peace and innocence of my mind, which had now 
loſt its native calmneſs, and I begun to experience 

— 5 all 
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all the fantaſtick effects of ſpleen, vapours, ca- 
price; in ſhort, an uneaſineſs with my ſelf, and 
every thing elſe in the world, the charming Com- 
tefſe her ſelf not excepted. 

But this ſet my guilt before me in its full ag- 
graration. Envy and deceit had 'till now been 
ſtrangers to my breaſt, which made me ſtart at 
the monſtrous forms: every new favour. from 
Madame la Comteſſe reproach'd me with violating 
the truſt and confidence ſhe had in my truth and 
virtue, and for having a with that ſhe: had been 
leſs beautiful and deſerving. The affection and 
intimacy with which ſhe treated me, gave me. an 
horror for my ſelf, and I was again generous and 
ſincere, and, as I thought, perfectly confirm'd 
in virtue, till the charming Comte appear'd, when 
I found my ſelf jealous, unjuſt, and e to 
vice in a moment. 

However, I diſguis'd my folly, from a ſreret 
Ae in point of reputation, and an unaffected 
ſenſe of honour. I am aſham'd to tell you I had 
a thought that needed a diſguiſe, tho' 'twas in- 
voluntary and unallow'd : but I was an ill diſſem- 
bler, and have ſome reaſon to believe the real 
diſpoſition of my heart was perceiv'd by the 
Comte, who, one evening, ſurpriz'd me reclin'd 
on the fide of a fountain repeating theſe Lines. 


Come bleſt religion with thy angel's face, 
Diſpel this gloom aud brighten all the place / 
Drive this deſtructive paſſion from my breaſt, 
Compoſe my ſorrows, and reftore my reſt ! 
| D 2 Shew 
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Shew me the path the ſainted-virgins trod, 

Mean me from earth, and raiſe my ſoul to God ! 
No more let guilty love my heart is e / 


The Comte underſtood Engliſh a well ; 
but I recover'd my ſelf with as good a grace as I 
could, and put on more gaity and aſſurance than 
was indeed natural to my diſpoſition; and to 
conceal my diſorder, left him with precipitancy, 
and return'd to the Comteſſe, who was in her ap- 
partment reading the ſtory of Rhetea in the lite 
of Cyrus ; ſhe ask'd me, How I Jik'd it? The 
Queſtion I am perſuaded was accidental, but I 
anſwer'd, That I thought it well told. However, 
it awaken'd my remorſe, and gave me an exqui- 
ſitc ſenſe of the injuſtice of my ſecret inclinations. 

From this moment I reſolv'd to go back into 
the country, to conceal and conquer my folly. 
The tenderneſs and unaffected concern the Com- 
teſſe expreſs'd in parting with me, confirm'd my 
virtue, and gave me a ſecret confuſion for the 
injuſtice of having with'd her leſs happy. The 
calmneſs and ſanctity of my ſoul ſeem'd to be re- 
ſtor'd, and I had left the place a conqueror, if 
the Comte had not led me to the coach, and by an 
accidental ſigh, and a fort of a ſerious air in his 
face, given my mind a ſofter turn, and convinc'd 
me of the vanity of human confidence, and that 
I had triumph d without a victory. 

But the retirement of the country, and ſerious 
reflection, ſoon freed me from the tumultuous 
effects of a guilty paſſion: the ſcene alter'd with 

* infinite 
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infinite advantage, and all grew peaceful and 
ſerene. I am now reconcil'd to my ſelf, and find 
an ineffable ſatisfaction in the ſilent approbation 
of my own conduct; a ſatisfaction ſuperior to all 
the empty applauſe of the crowd. I reflect with 
pleaſure on the happy change. My ſoul ſeems 
now in its proper ſituation, and conſcious of its 
dignity, looks above this world for its reſt and 


happineſs: J am almoſt in a ſtate of inſenſibility, 
with regard to mortal things, and have fix d my 


views on thoſe infinite delights, which will be the 
certain rewards of virtue. 


V bat is there here to fill theſe vaſt deſires £ 
Should fancy all her dazling ſcenes diſplay, 
Our wiſhes unconfind would wander ſtill 
Beyond the limits of theſe narrow Skies, 
In ſearch of boundleſs and immortal joys. 


Adieu my dear Belinda : As long as I leave 
you to the quiet poſſeſſion of the dear town and 
its dear joys, you will not envy me all that a 
gay imagination can form of future pleaſures. — 
J have truſted you with the inmoſt ſecrets of my 


ſoul, and know I can depend upon your fidelity. 
I am, 
Your unalterable Friend, 


SILVIA. 
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To EusEBIvus, from à Deiſt. 


HERE ſhall I find reſt ? The wide 
creation denies it. I have run thro! 
all the varicties of human folly, and 

Bax ſcarch'd every vanity below the ſun: 

I have tried what was to be found in 
madneſs ; women, wine, and frolick have divided 
my hours; and I am now trying what ſatisfaction 
wiſdom and philoſophy can yield. You have 
made me at laſt a convert to natural religion, and 
turned me into, a ſort of a virtuous heathen : 
Morality in its practice 1s no longer my averſion : 
I begin to think reaſon and immortality the 
higheſt advantages of humanity. That there is a 
GOD all nature cries aloud through all her 
works; and while I am attending thoſe ſacred 

dictates, in ſuch raptures as theſe I often addreſs 
myſelt, 
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To the unknown GO D. 


Whateer t hon art, thou excellence unknown ! 
*Tis thee thro? all thy various works we ſeek. 
Theſe ſecret Ianguiſhments, theſe fierce deſires, 
Home er licentious, free and unconfin'd, 
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Purſue, unſeen, an oliject inſinite. ee 
Thro' ev'ry fair diſzuiſe the leading GO D at 
Allures our eager ſouls. ' That row bluſh, ih 
Thoſe ſparkling eyes, aud ſoſt enchanting ſmiles,” 
Recerv'd their charms from thee. Beauty is thine 
In all its conquering powers. 1nthee = „ Verde 
Me trace up pleaſure: to its ſacred ſource. 
Me meet thee in the balmy weſtern breeze, 
The fragrance of the ſpring, the ſpicy I/les, © 
And all Arabia breaths its ſweets from thee. -* 
From harmony to harmony we riſe, ce, 
To that ſuperior skill, which. tun'd alld ſpheres > 
Gave h to Gabriel's heav'nly hre, l 
Aud ev'ry moviug grace to Rolls gp. 
Whatever ſucred force iu muſick lies, 
The dying ftrain that calms: the wildeſt care, 
Or loſtier note that prompts to glorious. deeds,” -''\ 
TV inſpiring & O D-dwells in the\my/tick money 
And charms and captivates the: Ii 1 fouh, © L 
Tyhro' all her ſoft capacities of joy, 
But what art thau, the ſecret ſpring of 1% oak 
Supream in all perfeftions, tho unh“: © © 
More lovely than the faireſt of thy works; kl 
For thou art ſtill beyond ſimilituue, N. 
Still riſing with diſtinguiſb d eminence, x9 Lt 5 | 
In perfect beauty, and unrival'd glory. Ons OE 
But what thoſe beauties, what thoſe whey are, 0 
No mortal eye has ſeen, nor boldeſt fig ht 
Of fancy, in her gayeſt ſcenes concet d. 
Some ſoft celeſtial ecchoes from afar, 
Some glimm ring rays, with a reflected light, 
Attra® our ſouls, and kindle warm defires, 
4 Inpe- 
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Inpetuous wiſhes, and aſpiring hopes; 
Which own no bounds, but infinitely free, 
Break thro created limits with contempt, 
And ſeek the great original of bliſs. 
But oh ! if love — if love's the hoaſted name 
And darling attribute, reveal thy ſelf, 
Unfold the heav'nly wonders of thy face, 
And ftand in open majeſty confeſs'd /! 
Why was I form'd with theſe aſpiring thoughts, 
And elegant defires, theſe boundleſs aims, 
That reach at nothing ſhort of GO D my; 
If tis a bliſs impoſſible to man; 
If thou wilt never fill theſe vaſt deſires, 
Why were they raisd 9 This eminence of thought 
Ts but my torment. — Oh recal again | 
This glorious curſe, this thankleſs gift, my reaſon . 
This immortality, my dread ! my horror . 
Far rather had I fßlouriſb'd in a plant, 
And only reach'd a vegetable life, 
Open d my bloſſoms to the riſing ſun, 
And arop'd their beauties &er the eu ning cloſe , 
Or had I mounted with the feather'd race 
In heights of air; or with my fellow brutes 
At freedom ranged the trackleſs deſart o er, 
Slept in a den, or flretch'd my careleſs bulk 
Secure in open fields, heedleſs of good 
Or evil, paſt or preſent, or to come . 
Ob envy'd lot to mine if I muſt live 
Eternal years excluded from thy face. 
Be it in earth, or air, or in the deep, 
Where thou art abſent ev ry place is hell ! 


'The 
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The fields and woods are oſten witneſs to theſe 
ſoliloquies while I fly from man, to converſe with 
the great ſpirit of nature; for you have at laſt 
convinc'd me of a Divine Preſence, with whoſe 
Immenſity I am ſurrounded. To this conſcious 
mind I ſometimes addreſs my ſelf ; with plea- 
ſure I grow acquainted with this oropitians be- 
ing, and adore Him as the ſpring of my exiſtence. 
I ſeem to find ſome new capacities of happineſs 
awake in my foul. I languiſh tor ſome unknown 
joys, ſome yet unexperienc'd pleaſures, and 
grow confident, that the power who' rais'd theſe 
deſires, will at laſt gratify them. 2 
That ſilence, that ſelfr reflection and retirement, 
that was lately my horror, is now become my 
delight, while I am attending the dictates of 
reaſon, and ſincerely endeavouring to know. the 
will of that divine mind; who muſt be too be- 
nificent to leave me in my preſent doubts, while 
I am ſincerely ſceking the heavenly illumination. 
Thus far, my dear EuseBrvus, your argu= 
ments have had ſucceſs. I have the higheſt obli- 
cations to you for not ſuffering me to degrade 
my felf into the rank of animals, and for perſua- 
ding me to aſſume the dignity of a Ow 
creature: In that n I am | 


Your moſt oblig'd humble Servant, 
 PuILANDES, 


= LE T- 


To Mrs. — from A o RE T, giving an account 


of her criminal paſſion for SEBASTIAN. 


Madan, 

OW ' ſhall I begin? What lan- 
guage can paint the confuſion of 
my thoughts? which, could you 
be ſenſible of, it would be ſome 
apology for the fatal ſecret 1 


would diſcover. I am yet but a modeſt ſinner, 


and can neither excuſe, nor dare diſguiſe my 
guilt from one, who till now has —_ all' the 
ſecrets of my ſoul. 

On think what I Would y! imagine what 
tis I find ſuch reluctance to diſcover, and which 
I muſt diſcover, tho! it coſts me all your eſteem! 
your eſteem, which has been my pride and hap- 
pineſs ; but even that I will reſign, rather than 
ſuffer you to injure your own character, by a 
continuance of that friendſhip I have forfeited. 

I am not that modeſt innocent perſon you be- 
lieve me: There is no diſguiſing my infamy, nor 
recovering my loſt honour. 


I know 
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I know you are ſurprized, you hardly credit 
me, you would feign believe I have bely'd my 
ſelf, and what I have told you is the effect of 
ſpleen, melancholy, any thing but truth. Would 
to heaven that it was all frenzy and wild imagi- 
nation ! that I were innocently unhappy ! that I 
had loſt my reaſon, and kept my virtue! 


Oh heav'nly virtue ! thine's a ſacred flame, 
And ftill my ſoul pays homage to thy name. 


Ye chaſte and holy thoughts, that once poſſeſs d 
my ſoul, return again! return ye ſmiling ſcenes 
of innocence. and peace! Ye ſecret conſolations 
of religion ! ye gentle whiſpers of conſcience ! 
ſpeak peace again to my unquiet breaſt! _ . 

J have not yet begun my fatal ſtory; — Oh let 
it never be told! let it be loſt in eternal oblivion i 
— but that's impoſlible, tis regiſter d on my heart. 


In what dark cavern ſhall 1 hide my head 2 | 
Where ſeek retreat, now innocence is fled © 


Tf my penitence had obtain'd pardon from heaven, 
the publick would ſpeak my infamy aloud. How 
am J fallen ! from what height of reputation, to 
the loweſt contem pt ! This to a mind 'that ftill 
retains the niceſt ſenſe of honour, is an afflition 
inſupportable. I have no refuge from the inſults 
of the world, but ſolitude, and thither the 
thoughts of my guilt and infamy purſue me ; the 
country ſhades, the ſeats of tranquillity and peace, 
afford me no relief. 

E 2 Alone 


= r * Dag. 


ſeek for peace, when I am at variance with my 
ſelf,” and my practice is inconſiſtent with thoſe 
"heavenly precepts, to which my mind aſſents? 


has employed to compleat it: You, madam, gave 
me many gentle admonitions; but I was too ſe- 


honour, which the falſe Sebaſtian always avow'd, 


fountains, the green retreats and flow'ry ſcenes, 
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Alone through unfrequented ſbades J rove, 
And hope the ſweets of ſolitude to prove; 
But at my ſight each verdant proſpect wears | 
A gloomy view, and ev'ry plant appears 
"To bend its top, oercharg'd with dewy tears. 
What joy can I in theſe receſſes find? 
What beauteous ſcenes can pleaſe a guilty mind? 
In vain the ſun his morning pride diſplays, 
I turn my eyes, and. ficken at its rays : 
The filwer moon, aud ſparkling ſtars by night, 
* Torment me too with: their officious light. 


Heaven and earth ſeem to reproach me, and join 
with the convictions of my own reaſon, which 
fully approves the rules J have violated. To 
what has my folly reduc'd me ? Where ſhall 1 


I would tell you the ſtory of my ruin, but 
every circumſtance fills me with confuſion, You 
know my ſeducer, and what a train of artifices he 


cure in my own reſolution, and that diſguiſe of 


and never with more aſſurance, than When his 
flattery betray'd me into this infamy. * 

Time and place, the evening gloom and ver- 
dant ſhade, every circumſtance conſpir d to my 
undoing. The whiſpering gales, the falling 


* dq 
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heighten'd the ſoft temptation : All nature ſeem'd 
to ſooth the tender paſſion, and gave my charm- 
ing ſeducer new advantages, his form, his aſpect 
acquir'd unuſual graces, and his language was all 
enchantment. | 


— And oh his charming tongue 

as but too well acquainted with my weakneſs. 
He talk'd of love, and all my melting heart 
Difſotv'd within my breaſt. 


Orwar. 


Whither is my imagination wandering ? Ye 
powers of chaſtity aſſiſt me! blot this guilty ſcene 
tor ever from my ſoul ! Let the remembrance of 
theſe criminal delights no more return! Let them 
be loſt in darkneſs and oWlivion ! Let me be en- 
tertain'd with more pure and laſting joys, in ſome 
humble retreat,. far from the noiſe and thought- 
leſs amuſements of the world! I ask not princely 
bowers, or artful walks; let me paſs my hours 
in ſome unfrequented ſhade, where the images 
of vanity and fin may never enter! Oh celeſtial 
life! How do theſe peaceful ſcenes ſooth and 
flatter my ſoul ! through what enchanting paths 
does my imagination ſtray ! Ye vain grandeurs 
of the world adieu! Adieu ye idle amuſements, 
and fantaſtick pleaſures ! What ſhadows do you 
now appear ! How unſubſtantial to theſe ſerious 
proſpects of bliſs! Let me dwell unmoleſted 
here ! Let me loſe the remembrance of this buſy 


world, and hear no more of its diſtracting tollies ! 
Here 


1 
1 
, 80 bk 
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Here let me attend the happy period, that ſhall 
untie the band of life ! and then, 


Let ſome fair ſpirit, form d alone for love, 
That's happy in its full enjoyment, 
Tune the celeflial lute, ang gently ſing 
A Requiem to my ſoul,z-tall out my life 
By the ſweet pow'rs of head ny harmony 
While on à roſy couch I reſt my head, 
And in the languiſbments of love divine 

| Reſign my breath, and wake in endleſs joy. 


In the height of diſtraction, I ſubſcribe, 


Mapan, 


Yours, &c. 
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From E VAN DE R 0 a Libertine. 


0 U muſt excuſe me, my lord, if I 
mould not yield to the conviction of 
your railery, nor damn my ſelf in 
meer good manners and ceremony. 
J muſt confeſs never was a bad cauſe 
defended with more wit and vivacity ; ; but I dare 
not venture on eternal miſery, in the gaity of 
my heart, nor give up my hopes of ſalvation for 
a jeſt. | 

dow can you blame me, my lord, for being ſe- 
rious in things which to my apprehenſion are the 
greateſt realities, tho' to your politer imagina- 
tion they may appear but dreams and chimeras : 
till T can change my opinion I ſhould act unrea- 
ſonably, to deſiſt from my purſuit of what 1 
think the nobleſt end of human. actions. | 

As for your objection againſt my ſcheme, that 
tis a happineſs future and uncertain ; yours, my 
lord, has the ſame diſadvantage. _ | 

Is there any mortal that thinks himſelf happy 
in any preſent enjoyment ? Some uneaſy circum- 
ſtance or other mingles it ſelf with all ſublunary 


bliſs ; ; tis ſome future expectation that engages 
the 
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the mind. To morrow's aſſignation with a jovial 
friend or miſtreſs depends on ſo precarious a- 
thing as life, which thouſands before another ris ; 
ſing ſun muſt reſign, and yours perhaps may be 
among the deſtin d number; and in that very 
moment your expectations periſh, and prove as 
viſionary, as the celeſtial pleaſures and divine en- 
tertainments, that you turn into ridicule. 

On your ſcheme, tis but a breath betwixt a 
man, a reaſonable being, the Lord of the Crea- 
tion; and a clod of earth, a ſhadow, a meer no- 
| thing. If the machine ſhould keep in a proper 
ſituation to drink, to ſing, to laugh and dance; 
a thouſand other chances may ſtart up to diſap- 
point the promis'd joy; which if you reach, fru- 
ition itſelf will deceive your hopes, and leave you 
nothing but anxiety and remorſe. 

This is what can never happen to me, tho! all 
my bright expectations ſhould prove a fiction; 
as ſoon as I reach the fatal period I ſhall be paſt 
reflection; my gaudy hopes and being will end 
at once, and leave me for ever inſenſible of my 
loſs: in the mean time as long as the dream of 
life laſts, the very proſpect of boundleſs and im- 
mortal pleaſures muſt give the mind a greater ſa- 

tis faction in meer ſpeculation, than all thoſe fleet- 
ing imperfect enjoyments, whoſe fallacy you eve- 
ry moment diſcover. 

Let my plan of happineſs be ever ſo „inbbaiy, 
'tis noble; let it be invented by the craft of 
8 or politicians, 'tis | ſuperior to all the 

luxury, 
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juxury, by which the greateſt libertine ever pro” 
pos'd to gratify his deſires. 

Riches and grandeur, wine and mirth, * ck 
and beauty are the height of your wiſhes; ; but 
all theſe either fatigue the mind with anxiety, or 
languiſh, or ſleep on the ſenſes. You have often 
own'd to me, that a ſeries of theſe enjoyments 
has left you nothing but vanity and vexation; and 
have in your reaſonable intervals confeſs d, that 
theſe are no more than ſpecious names, and 
ſhadows of ſome Original Good, that the mind 
thro every diſguiſe purſues. 

This is the ſupream excellence after which my 
ſoul aſpires ; if tis imaginary, the mind muſt yet 
be enlarg d, by graſping at the enjoyment of 
infinite happineſs: for I dare confeſs my end is 
the ſame with yours, tis pleaſure we both pur- 
ſuc; and as at preſent it conſiſts chiefly in ex- 
pectation, mine mult ſurpaſs yours by the pro- 
portion of its object. 

You have ſet your night for the Opera, to hear 
Fauſtina ſing ; I expect the period, when the 
curtain of mortality ſhall be drawn, and the 
ſcenes of eternal glories open, and angels ſolace 
me with celeſtial harmony. 

The flowery ſpring returns to love, and your 
ſoft retirement in one of the faireſt ſeats in Eng- 
land, entertains you; while my imagination wan- 
ders thro the heavenly paradiſe, and recreates it 
ſelf by bliſsful ſtreams, among the trees of life. 

You attend the happy period, that. after long 
OY ſhall give the charming Zephalinda to 


F your 
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your vos; while a diviner flame animates my 
ſoul, in the ſearch of infinite Perfection. | 


| Bur tell me une lr Oy rous flame began, 
N angels, who behold the face of God / 
I call the worms, my brethren, and confeſs, 
Corruption is my father, yet high as yours, 
My wiſbes riſe; the ſame divine ambition, 
Ihe fame bright obje# kindles my deſires. 
O Jovelier than the faireft of thy works. 
Nothing below thy ſelf; great as thou art, 
Exalted and ſupream — nothing below 
Thy ſelf can ever fix my reſtleſs thought. 
Theſe faculties were made alone for thee, 
Or Thad never raisd a wiſh ſo high. 
Meceſſity of nature leads me on; © 
My reaſon has no theme, my life no end : 
Love, 'the ſuperior paſſion of my foul, * 
Finds nothing equal to its dignity. ' 
4 Give all the ſun goes round, to thoſe that ſeek © 
aq A bappineſs, beneath the ſovereign good. 

3 fl One gentle look, one heav'nly ſmile of thine, 
Has blotted ev'ry charm from nature's face, 
And faded all the glory of the world. 

Why doft thou bid me liſten to the voice 
Of nature, in her juſt melodious round ? 

Why doft thou bid me trace the flow'ry fields, | 
The ſpring's gay verdure, or with waning eyes, | 

Survey the circle of the firmament ® I 

What is there lovely on the ſpacious earth, 
Or in th ætherial round compar'd to thee 
Compar'd to thee the ſtars can boaſt no light, 

The 
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The ſun it ſelf in modeſt clouds conceal di 
Pays homage to the great eternal ſpring 
/ /acred life, and uncreated light. 

Whateer at utmoſt ftretch the mind. of man 
Cau form, in its unbounded range of thought, 
Of bright, or fair, or Juftly regular, 

When fancy launches out to' worlds unknown, 
And paints beyoud, created beauty fair, 
Hill thou art fairer, enn. more perfect fill. 


1 how my lord you — W this poetical 
excurſion, ſince I have been led to it by your 
example. 

I need not make an * for continuing to 

inſult you with my pr ivileges, ſince I have no 
deſign in it but what is abſtractly diſintereſted 
and charitable. A place of truſt or honour em- 
ploys your thoughts, and calls for your perpe- 
tual attendance; and when yon think your, ſelf 
ſecure of the gawdy trifle, your pretenſions may 
be loſt by a momentary caprice: But my expect- 
ations run higher than any dignity this world 
can boaſt ; tis a celeſtial crown and kingdom 
that fires 1 ambition; I am, in purſuit of infi- 
nite honours, and graſp the glories of i immor- 
tality. 

You ſee, my lord, in every reſpect, in love 
and glory, I have the advantage of you. Suppoſe 
my pretenſions as viſionary as you will, nothing 
can be more, exalted, than ſuch a notion of hap- 
pineſs :, tis ; endleſs and compleat, unclouded 
withi Pan or ſorrow ; whereas you can never 

F123. boaſt 
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boaſt of being perfectly at caſe, nor to taſte plea» 
ſure unmingled with many mortifying evils; in 
your gayeſt flights, you cannot fatter your ſelf 
with ſuch views. 
But wis proſpect i is all veaceful and ſerene, not 
a moment's anxicty ſhall riſe, to break the ſeries 
of eternal joy- Whatever holy cheat laid the 
plan, tis no diſhonour to be thus deluded. Let 
pocts, prieſts or politicians be the inventors, a 
thouſand times bleſt be the happy genius, that 
provided this relief to ſoften the chagrin of mor- 
ral lite; when tir'd and fick of all mortal vanities, 
the mind repoſes it ſelf in fragrant bowers, ſports 
on 'flowery lawns, and wanders thro' elyſian 
groves; when the raptur'd fancy drinks at the 
Santains of life, and baths in rivers of immortal 
pleaſure ! 
Death, the gloomy period of all your hopes, 
in the height of your luxury, and moſt jovial en- 
tertainments, inſults your imagination with his 
horrid aſpect: but this ghaſtly phantom, this 
univerſal terror, brightens into a ſmile, and in an 
angel's form beckons me away to endleſs reſt 
That untry'd gulph that you expect will at once 
ſwallow up your joys and your exiſtence, ap- 
pears to me a paſſage to undecaying life and 
pleaſure. 
And let it till be granted that my expectation 
of future bliſs proves a fiction, and chriſtianity a 
meer deluſion, I ſhall be inſenſible of remorſe or 
ſhame for my credulity ; ; and ſhall lie down as 
gloriouſly 
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gloriouſly with the clods of the valley, and ſleep 
as ſweetly in my primitive duſt as your lordſhip. 

But oh! ſhould the objects of the chriſtian 
faith prove true, what a wild hazard do you 
run? What limits will your confuſion find? Your ' 
ſhame will be as laſting as your miſery. You 
will reproach your ſelf for ever, and be expog'd 
to the deriſion of the wretched ſociety to which 
you are join'd. [/ ny rien plus reel que cela, ny 


de plus terrible * tant que nous n les 


braves. 

I have, you find, obey'd your W and 
ſent you my thoughts on this ſubject, to 21 
vince your lordſhip how much I am, | 


Tour devoted humble — 


EVAN DER. 


L E T- 


LETTER Vll. 
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From HEerMINIUs 0 his ſiſter, acquainting her 
oth the happy effes fb his paſſs on for CTL ROA. 


0 dear SIS TER, 


IS with great pleaſure I obey your com- 
mand, in letting you know the diſpo- 
ſition of my heart to the charming 
CTRORA. To one whoſe thoughts 

were leſs refin d than yours, my diſcourſe would 
be incredible; but you are a ſort of platonick, 
and may perhaps approve the effects of a gene- 
rous paſſion, and give credit to the reformation 
it has made in my life. 

You will forgive me, madam, for being once 
in the right, when, I have diſſented from you, 
fince tis the only inſtance I have to boaſt of: 
Had I been govern'd by your advice, and fled 
the fair CLeor a, inſtead of converſing with 
her, I might have been an unreform'd libertine : 
But ſhe ſet virtue in my view with its moſt charm- 
ing advantages, I ſaw an angel in her form, and 
heard celeſtial muſick in her voice; ſhe was the 
meſſenger of the skies to convert me, I own'd the 
credentials, and yielded to the heavenly inſpi- 
ration. 


You 
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Vou know, my dear ſiſter, that her dawning 

beauty had made an impreſſion « on 1 e bes 

fore J went to travel. ee th 
to 5: 


1 2 the early glories of. * wy dy 
As men. = Wenn warc h the eam Ries. 


D RYDEN. 
I left England with the PO hopes of find- 
ing her free at my return, and with a full inten- 
tion to make my addreſſes to her. While J 
ſtay d at Rome, that imperial ſeat of vice, the 
only looſe amour I had, was with a beautiful 
Italian, who ſomething reſembled the matchleſs 
CLEoRA, who was ftill the milkreſs of my * 
ſonable affections. * 
But how great was the 1 or my { 2 
when after all my gay expectations, the firſt news 
that ſurpriʒ d me at my return was, that ſhe was 
juſt married to Philaret ? the man that of all the 
world I would not have hated, or injur'd : A 
man that had every amiable quality, and was the 
pride and joy of all his acquaintance: Nor could 
forget ſome former obligations his popu- 
lar intereſt had laid on me. In this exigenot J 
reſolv d to diſpenſe with the ceremony of paying 
my compliments to him, that T might avoid the 
ſight of his lovely bnde; 3 nor did I frequent any 
publick place where I was likely to meet her. 
But at laſt the fatal interview came, and in the 
drawing- room, ſparkling as an angel, I ſaw the 
lovely creature. From this moment I became an 
apoſtate 
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apoſtate to virtue, and ſecretly renouncing all the 
ties of truth and honour, reſolv'd with great de- 
liberation to be a villain. This noble deſign was 
the ſubject of my retir d contemplations. With 
what wild, what impious ſoliloquies, have I 
whiſper'd to the groves and ſtreams ! wiſhing the 
laws of heaven cancell'd, and the ftate of nature, 
in the fiction of a golden age, real. Theſe ſenſe- 
leſs lines have often expreſs'd my infamous rap- 
tures. 


0 fiecle plus heureux mille fois pour les hommes, 
Due le fiecle dur ou nous ſommes ! 

N10 parce que la terre in cet age par fait 
Donnoit tous les fruits ſans culture, 

Ne les fleuves eſtoient de lait, | 

Ve le meil dans nous bois couloit ſur la verdure. 


Mais parce que Uhonneur, ce tyran des nos ames, 
Cette trompeuſe idol, & ce phantoms vain, 
Ne avoit ſur les cours une pouwoir ſouverain, 
Et ne Soppoſoit pas aux amoreuſes flames. 


Such were my ſecret extravagancies, the enter- 
tainments of my ſolitary walks: but in the 
height of my folly heaven did not entirely aban- 
don me. 

I took all handſome opportunities to follow 
and converſe with the fair CLEO RA, a favour 
ſhe never refus d me, if ſhe had, I ſhould have 
entertain d more hopes, than from the manner 
in which ſhe treated me. I attended her coach, 
her chair, haunted her at publick places, ogled, 
ſtar d, ſigh'd, and 3 all the modern top- 
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peries of love, which fhe never thought it worth 
her while to obſerve ; and to my great mortifica- 
tion, I found I neither pleas'd, nor moleſted her, 
All my dumb eloquence and mute addreſs was 
loſt 'on her; ſhe minded it no more, nor, per- 

haps, ſo much, as ſhe would the frolicks of a 
monkey. I might give my ſelf what poſtures and 
airs I thought moſt becoming, and act the indo- 
lent, or languiſhing lover, without interruption ; 
ſhe look'd as if ſhe had no manner of apprehen- 
ſion what I was doing, or what I intended. My 
breath had been as well employ'd, in talking of 
darts and flames, to the plants and trees ; the 
Jargon was ſo perfectly unintelligible to her, that 
the either anſwer'd nothing to the purpoſe, or 
turn'd the diſcourſe to ſome grave moral ſubjecti 

And as ſhe had the fineſt turn of wit, and the 
moſt graceful manner of ſpeaking in the world, 
every thing ſhe ſaid made an impreſſion on my 
ſoul : every vice on which ſhe ſet a mark of in- 
famy, though ever ſo modiſh, loſt its credit with 
me; and every virtue, tho” ever ſo ſeyere, ſeem'd 
practicable with her applauſe. 

The manner in which ſhe treated my paſſion, 
ſet me in a very ridiculous light to my ſelf. T he 
vanity appear'd unpardonable, that inſpir d me 
with the hopes of rivalling the happy man, to 
whom, in the ſight of heaven, with her vows ſhe 
had ſincerely given her eſteem and tendereſt af- 
fections. Whatever regard was due to ſuch di- 
ſtinguiſhing merit as Philaret's, ſhe gave him: 
Nothing could be more ſoft and engaging than 

G he. 
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her whole behaviour to him. Her modeſty was 
unaffected, truth and juſtice appear'd in all her 
actions: In the gayeſt bloom of youth, and tri- 
umph of beauty, the practisd the ſtricteſt rules 
of piety. This, join'd to the moſt gentle diſpo- 
ſition, and a genius turn'd to every thing that 


was beautiful and polite, makes her one of the 


brighteſt characters of the age. 
A thouſand times bleſt be the heavenly power 
that kept me back from the ruin I courted, and 


by the example and converſation of this lovely 


woman, made me a proſelyte to virtue, and gui- 
ded me-to a rational and laſting happineſs ! 

But, my dear ſiſter, this fortunate event ſhall 
not encourage me to contemn your advice on 
any future occaſion ; and in this inſtance I know 
you will torgive 


Madam, 


Your moſt obedient humble Servant, 


HERMINIUs, 
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From BELLAMOUR to CARL os, relating the 
ftory of his love to ALMEDA. 


AM glad to find you fo entirely ſa- 
tisfied, ſo completely bleſs'd amidft 
che noiſe and amuſements of the 
town. I congratulate your en- 
joyment of aſſemblies, operas and 
maſquerades. But all your boaſted pleaſures can't 
raiſe my envy at preſent, nor pg me back trom 
the country. 


My mind is in ſuch a fantaſtick diſpoſition, 


that I find more ſatisfaction in talking to trees, 


ſtreams, and ecchoes, than to reaſonable crea- 
tures. I converſe frequently with a row of wil- 
lows, that grow on the banks of a neighbouring 
river, and have often call'd them to witneſs, what 
they neither hear, nor underſtand. The ftreams 
are often ſwell'd with my tears, without ever 
riſing to a deluge; and the rocks melted at my 
complaints, without loſing one atom of their 


bulk. 


But while I laugh at my ſelf, I ſhall caſily for- 


give you, if you ſhould take the ſame liberty, and 
G 2 = 


44 LAY FE RS 

enter into the ridicule of my character: You are 
a lover your ſelf of the modern jovial kind, 
quite the reverſe of the ſolemn antiquated fond 
of Paflor Fido, Don Quixote, and your humble 
ſervant. 

All this railery is forcd, and only us'd in po- 
licy, that T may tell my fiory with a good grace 
to a man of your galcty. 

You know how the young Elvira was left to 

my father's care by her mother, and by a con- 
tract between both our parents, was from her 
childhood deſign'd a wife for me; but neither 
her beauty nor vaſt fortune have had the leaft in- 
fluence on me to make any addreſſes to her, I 
have convers'd with her with great indifference, 
and thought I had reaſon to believe ſhe had the 
ſame for me. But my father, in order to make 
good his engagements, when he was on his death- 
bed, delir'd me to promiſe him, with the greateſt 
Slory to marry her; as he had been the beſt 
of parents, I promis'd him: without any reluct- 
ance, on condition Elvira did not refuſe me, of 
which J had ſome ſecret hopes: However, as I 
then had no other inclination, I was in no man- 
ner of care whether ſhe accepted, or refuſed me. 
But when I was laſt in town, and walking in 

the mall, I met one of the moſt agreeable women 
I ever ſaw ; ſhe was tall, and exactly ſhap'd, her 
eyes large and fine, with ſomething ſoft and pen- 
five in her air, ſomething of thought, of wit, of 
gnificancy, which I can't expreſs. Whether I 
then met my fellow-mind, that had been pair'd 
mol. for 
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for me by deſtiny; or whether in ſome pre- 
exiſtent ſtate we had been acquainted, I know 
not, but I flatter d my ſelf ſhe obſery'd me with- 
out contempt. I ſpent my time in following, or 
endeavouring to meet her, and at laſt had made 
my ſelf ſo remarkable, that the ſeem'd to think 
herſelf oblig'd to avoid me. As far as I could, 
without being ridiculous by my curioſity, I en- 
quir'd after her, but left the walks uninform'd who 
ſhe was. I was in a day or two forc'd to go into 
the country, where I was detain'd for ſome 
months, endeavouring in vain to o forget the fair 
ſtranger J had ſeen. 

In this temper I was taking a ſolitary ramble 
from my own ſeat, till I came to the entrance of 
a wood that was near the Earl of *****'$ park: 
here I found, ſurprizing as a heavenly viſion, the 
lovely form that had charm'd me, ſitting with a 
Milton in her hand, which ſhe was reading with 
ſuch attention, that I ſpoke to her before ſhe ſaw 
me. She immediately withdrew into the park, 
but J follow'd her, and told her the happineſs 
of my lite depended on her attention, which in 
the moſt modeſt manner ſhe at laſt granted, and 
| heard the ſoft relation. That little ſucceſs gave 
me ſuch hopes, that I purſucd the affair on every 
opportunity I could prevail with her to give 
me: For as my fortune and rank were ſuperior 
to hers, which was only dependant, ſhe acted 
with great caution, and convinc'd me that ſhe 
poſſeſs d all that true grandeur of mind, that 
conſcious virtue inſpires. Her wit, the elegance 
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of her behaviour, with a thouſand graces that at- 


tended her whole conduct, ſecur'd her conqueſt, 


and confin d all my hopes of earthly happineſs 
to the poſſeſſion of the charming maid : Nor 
did I fear the leaſt obſtacle to my wiſhes, for I 
had told her my engagement to my father, and 
the full certainty I had, (as indeed 1 thought) ot 
Etvira's refuſal. 

Which I now went to ask, with a perfe& af 
ſurance that I ſhould receive it. Her coldneſs 
did not ſcem to have the air of affectation, but 
rather the effect of a ſecret averſion. I look'd on 
my ſelf as a ſort of incumbrance entail'd on her 
by her anceſtors, of which ſhe would be joy- 
fully freed, and in the gaiety of my heart made 
her an offer of my perſon, ſuch as it was, with- 
out the leaſt expeCtation of being accepted; as I 
was to my unſpeakable confuſion : She perceived 
my diſappointment with a modeſt, but tender 
concern, and put me into a diſorder: that I could 
not eaſily recover. 

T knew my love to the beautiful ALMEDA 
was a ſecret to every body but ourſelves, and 
if it had been known, I would do Elvira the 


Juſtice to confeſs, there was a ſweetneſs in her 


temper almoſt incapable of malice : However, I 
durſt not diſcover the affair without ALmepa's 
conſent; to whom I went in the height of my 
diftreſs, to let her know the diſappointment ; ; 
She grew pale at the relation, funk into my arms, 


and ouly Oe" with tears; but ſoon left me, 
A201 without 
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without letting me know her —— till 
within a tew Hours J receiv d the enclos d. 
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'To BELLAMOUR, 
Beg you to forget, and never think of ſeeing me 
again, nor let any thing tempt you to violate 
gour engagement to a dying father. It would 

be barbarous in you to abandon the fair Elvira, who 
was an orphan caſt on the protection of your 
family. Do not entertain one anxious thought 
for me + I was the care of providence when I was 


unknown to you, and that will be my refuge in all 
future diftreſs. Adieu for ever. 


ALMEDA: 


I am juſt going to diſcover our mutual paſſion 
to Elvira, and to ſhew her this letter, in hopes 
that compaſſion will prevail with her to refuſe 
me ; and can't but flatter my ſelf with ſucceſs, 
from the gentleneſs of her diſpoſition. I am in 

all the changes of fortune, 


My dear CARL Os, 
Sincerely jours, 


BELLAMO UR. 
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To PHiLARIO, from the Duke of k. Written 
on his Death-bed. 


At EFORE you receive this, my final 
” Is ftatc will be determin'd by the judge 
4 of all the earth; in a few days at 
ES moſt, perhaps in a few hours, the 
inevitable ſentence will be paſt, that ſhall raiſe me 
to the heights of happineſs, or fink me to the 
depths of miſery. While you read theſe lines, 
I ſhall be cither groaning under the agonies of 
abſolute deſpair, or triumphing in fulneſs of joy. 
"Tis impoſſible for me to expreſs the preſent 
diſpoſition of my ſoul, the vaſt uncertainty I am 
truggling with ; no words can paint the force 
ad vivacity of my apprehenſions: Every doubt 
wears the face of horror, and would perfectly 
overwhelm me, but for ſome faint beams of hope, 
which dart acroſs the tremendous gloom. What 
tongue can utter the anguiſh of a ſoul ſuſpended 
between the extreams of infinite joy, or eternal 
miſery ? I am throwing my laſt ſtake for eternity, 
and tremble and ſhudder for the important event. 
Good God! how have I employed my ſelf ! 


what enchantment has held me! in what delirium 
has 
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has my life been paſt ! ! what have I been doing 
while the ſun in its race, and the ſtars in their 
courſes, have lent their _ Py only to 


7 5 


light me to perdition. | 
I never wak'd till now. I Hanks but juſt tons 
menc'd the dignity of a rational being: Pill this 
inſtant I had a wrong apprehenſion of every 
thing in nature; I have purſued 'ſhadows, enter- 
tain'd my ſelf with dreams; I have been treaſus 
ring up duft, and ſporting my ſelf with the wind. 
I look back on my paſt lite, and but for ſome 
memorials of infamy and guilt, tis all a blank, a 
perfect vacancy. I might have graz'd'with the 
beaſts of the field, or ſung with the winged in- 
habitants in the woods, to much better purpoſe, 
than any for which I have liv d: And oh! but 
for ſome faint hope, a thouſand times more bleſt 


had I been to have ſlept with the clods of: the 


valley, and never heard the 1 Hat, nor 


wak'd into life at his command ! 


I never had a juſt apprehenſion of the folem 
nity of the part I am to act till now. L have 
often met death inſulting on the hoſtile plain, and 
with a ſtupid boaſt defy'd his terrors, with a 
courage as brutal as that of the warlike horſe, I 


have ruſnh d into the battle, laugb'd at the glitter- 


ing ſpear, and rejoic'd at the ſound of the trum- 
pet; nor had a thought of any ſtate beyond the 
grave, nor the great 3 to re J muſt 
have been ſummon d noi nia 
. ili 07 #1 090 SY TT LODES CE GY 
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Where all my Herter guilt had blen reveal 'd, 
Nor the mutet circumſtance conctal d. 


"Tis this which arms death with all its terrors; 2 
elk I could till mock at fear, and ſmile in the 
face of the gloomy monarch. *Tis not giving 
up my breath, tis not being for ever inſenſible, 
is the thought at which I ſhrink ; tis the terrible 
hereafter, the ſomething beyond the grave at 
which I recoil. Thoſe great realities, which in 
the hours of mirth and vanity I have treated as 
phantoms, as the idle dreams of ſuperſtitious 
brains; theſe tart: forth, and dare me now in 
their moſt terrible demonſtration. My awaken d 
conſcience feels ſomething of that eternal ven- 
3 I have often defy et. 

To what heights of madyeſs i is it poſſible for 
1 nature to reach : ? What extravagance is it 
to jeſt with death! to laugh at damnation ! to 
— with eternal chains, and recrtate a jovial 
fancy with the ſcenes of internal miſery. ! 
Were there no impiety in this kind of mirth, 
it would be as ill-bred as to entertain a dying 
friend with the fight of an Harlequin, or the re- 
hearſal of a farce. Every thing in nature ſeems 
to: reproach this levity. in human creatures: The 
whole creation but man is ſerious ; man, who has | 
the [higheſt reaſon: to; be ſo, while he has affair 
of infinite conſequence depending on. his ſhort |} 
uncertain duration. A cgndemn'd/ wretch may 4 

with as good a grace go dancing to his execution, 

cet N N 7 2 
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as the greateſt part of mankind. go on with ack | 


a thoughtleſs gaiety to their grav es. 

Oh my Philario / with what horror do I's re- 
call thoſe” hours of vanity we have waſted toge+ 
ther? Return ye loſt neglected moments! how 
ſhould I prize you above the caſtern treaſures ! 
Let me dwell with hermits, let me reſt on the 
cold earth, let me converſe in cottages; may I 
but once more ſtand a candidate for an immortal 
crown, and have my probation. for — hap- 
pineſs ! 

| Ye vain grandeurs of... court ye wendig 
titles! and periſhing riches ! what do ye now 
ſignify p what nen What e, e Ye 
give me? 

I have had a ſplendid ſage to be rave K 
die in ſtate, and languiſfi under a gilded 'carioÞy, 
T am expiting on ſoft and Jdowny pillows, and 
am reſpectfully attended by my ſervants and phy- 
Hcians: My. dependants figh, my lifters weep';z 
my father 'bends' beneath à load of years and 
grief; my lovely wite, pale and filent, conceals 
her inward anguiſh; my friend, the generous 
Pylades, who. was as my own ſoul, ſuppreſſes his 
ſighs, and leayes me to hide his Goret grief. 

But oh! which of theſe will anſwer my ſum- 
mons at the high tribunal ? which of them will 
bail me from the arreſt of death > who will de- 
ſcend into the dark priſon of the grave for me ? 

Here they all leave me, after having paid a 
few idle ceremonies to the breathleſs clay ; which, 
perhaps, may lie repos'd in ſtate, while my ſoul, 
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my only conſcious part, may ſtand trembling. be- 
fore my judge. My afflicted friends, tis very 
probable, with great ſolemnity, will lay the ſenſe- 
toſs . in a * monument, inſcrib d _ 


Hers lies the Great. 
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But & could the pale carcaſs ſpeak, it would Gon 


reply 3 To 


—— Fall mnie anhere? 
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MU zu¹⁰ Cow ux. 


While me feeling panegyrick i is pronounc d 


at my interment, I may perhaps be hearing my 
juſt condemnation at a ſuperior tribunal ; where 
an unerriug verdict may ſentence me to * 
ing infamy. But I caſt my ſelf on his abſolute 
mercy, through the infinite merits of the Res 
deemer of loſt mankind. Adieu, my dear Phi. 
lenu, till we meet in the world of bier 
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From CELADON.to AM AsL1 A who had ſeduc'd 
him into a criminal love for her. 


00 lovely AMasia! whether have 
vou led my heedleſs fteps ? Into 
what paths of deſtruction have you 
ſeduced me? I have done an action 

= which will never bear the reflection 
of reaſon; an action, that will ſtamp an endleſs 
ſtain on my character, and with N 2 85 my con- 
ſeience loudly reproaches me. 

T have finned againſt all the tyes of honour 
and gratitude. The generous man I have wrong- 
ed, was the guardian of my childhood, and the 
guide of my yet unexperienc'd youth. I am en- 
t'ring into the world under his conduct and pro- 
tection, he has been more than a father to me; 
never was a truſt diſcharg'd with greater tender- 
neſs and fidelity. May heaven return it in a thou- 
ſand bleſſings on his head ! — Should he ever 
leave an orphan, like me, expos' d, may it meet 
the ſame juſtice and humanity I have found from 
him ; but oh ! may it never make ſuch a return! 
Let ſuch villany never ftain his noble race, nor 
leave a blemiſh on his name! 


| Theſe 
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Theſe thoughts bring back to my memory, all 
his gentle treatment; awake my young affections, 
and melt me into childiſh tears. - O could they 


waſh away my guilt, and reſtore me back to 
virtue! 


—— — 1 u hot up. 
My fault is — But oh ! what * of prayer 
Can ſerve we: turn — 


SHAEKESPE AR. 


Curſe on the maxims of the world, and that 
impropriety of language, that would dicguiſe the 
baſeſt of crimes, with the names of amuſement and 
gallantry ! Let me be ſingular, let me be unpo- 
lite, let me be unfaſhionably good, if I can, but 
keep my peace, and juſtify my ſelf to my own 
conſcience ! Let me inviolably obſerve the rules 
of truth and juſtice, be fearleſs and open to the 
inſpeQion of God, and may everlaſting reproach 
reſt, on all the \modiſh appellations and refine- 
ments, that would ſoften the horror of a * 
and treacherous action " 

Theſe were the principles, in which the 15 0 
eas inſtructed me, and confirm'd by. his 
own great example. My mind had been elevated 
by the rehearſal of heroick actions, and a love to 
the publick intereſt ; by a philoſophick fortitude, 
and the command of my paſſions. Such were the 
"motives that govern'd me, till the fatal day came 
that made you a bride to the deluded H/tamont : 
won which unhappy period, I may date my a- 

poſtacy || 
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poſtacy from virtue. You taught me ſofter max- 
ims, and perverted the noble ardour of my ſoul, 


into looſe and infamous deſigns; while yqu ca- 
reſsd me with an open freedom, which my early 


years, and your husband's affection for me, en 
eaſily excus d. 0 

Till then I had "om a Rainier to love; il 
thoughtleſs of danger, left my ſelf unguarded to 
all your charms z ignorant whither the growing 
paſſion led, nor thought the pleaſure criminal, 
which I took in your converſation : But I was 
| ſoon ſoften'd into fin, and unwarily took in the 
deadly poiſon, while you indulg'd _ gully] in- 
clination, and ſooth'd me into ruin. | 

What infernal deluſion perverted your judge 
ment, when you prefer'd me to the man, to whom 
you had given your vows ? 'The vaineſt of all 
your ſex might have limited her ambition with 
ſuch a conqueſt. If the moſt agreeable perſon; 
the beſt temper, join'd with unblemiſh'd equity 
to man, and piety to God, ever claim'd eſteem, 
he might juſtly INES i, * * that knew 
him. 

But he bad a right to your alfeion, by « 2 
thouſand tender engagements, and hy his entire 
confidence in your fidelity; not from any crodu- 
lity of temper, but from his own ianatc honour, 
and à ſoul :incapable of treachery or diſtruſt. 
With an artifice,- which only hell could teach, 
you have ſecur d the eſteem of a man, who in all 


things elſe acto with the greateſt: jndgmeat and 
penetration. 


Tyvas 
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- *Twas the diſguiſe I ſaw you practice, that re- 
call d me back to truth and honour ; in your 
crime, I perceiv'd my own guilt, and abhorr'd 
the monſtrous part I had been acting. While he, 
my guardian, my protector, had been fätiguing 
himſelf with cares and j journeys, to ſecure me 
from wrongs and injuftice, T in his own houſe 
prov'd a traytor to his honour, and invaded the 
moſt ſacred rights of his affection. O that he 
would appear to my view an enemy, a villain, 
any thing but a friend and beneiactor! Fheſe 
titles confound and pierce my ſoul with the moſt 
exquiſite torments. 

The fever from which I am juſt recover'd, was 
not half ſo threatning to my lite, as the et. 
ſions of his kindneſs. When with the tenderneſs 
of a father, and the benignity of a friend, he 
watch'd my languiſhing intervals, and diſcover'd 
the moſt affectionate concern for my life. How 
exquiſite was my ' remorſe ! Nothing but the 
dread of eternal vengeance, could have kept me 
from putting an end to that life, for which . 
ſhew'd ſuch an unfeigned concern. 

My crime ſtood in all its aggravations befire 
me. "The ſecret ſenſe of my guilt, was worſe 
than death or infamy ; I abhorr'd the diſguiſe: of 
virtue, by which T deceiv'd him: No conſidera- 


tion, but his happineſs, could have reſtrain'd me 


from confeſſing my villany, and giving my ſelf 
up to his juſt reproaches and vengeance. I could 
have. ſmil'd on death, and welcom'd the fatal 

ſtroke 
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ſtroke from his hand, could that Have been an 


expiation for my guilt. 
But I had my peace to make with heaven, and 
found another ſort of expiation neceſſary, to ſe- 


cure me from divine vengeance: ſo that as much 


as I was tired with lite, death was no refuge, 
nor could I fly to the grave as a ſanctuary. Yet 
as ſoon as ever my health permits, I am fully de- 
termin'd to make my ſelf an exile from my na- 
tive country, and fly the fight of my injur'd 
friend for ever. But 


' Where ſtall I find refuge? 
No bart rons nation will receive a guilt 
So much tranſcending theirs ; but drive me out. 
T he wildeft beaſts will hunt me from their dens, 
And birds of prey moleſt me in the grave. © © 


I dare not ſee you, madam, to take a laſt fares 

wel. You have beauty, and I am human; and 
after theſe convictions, ſhould the dangerous 
flame again kindle, I muſt fin away all hopes of 
forgiveneſs from God or man. Make what repa- 
ration you can to the beſt of husbands by your 
future conduct. T. is the laſt advice you will 
receive from 


T he unhappy 
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To my Lord *****, from a Stateſman. 


My Lox, 
OUR commands are very obliging, 

in giving me an opportunity to be 
impertinent, by entering into a 
detail of my ſolitary amuſements, 
nin this abſolute retreat, from all 
the polite and agrecable part of ſociety. Tis 
well I have your gracious indulgence to talk of 
my ſelf, and be the Hero of my own. romance; 
for without vanity I mect nothing here more * 
ſiderable, nor is it without juſtice, that I claim 
the privilege of perſonating the ſuperior part in 
the dramma. | 

Indeed I was never more ſenſible of my own 
dignity ; abſtract from buſineſs or diverſion, m 
mind retires within it ſelf, where it finds treaſures 
"till now undiſcover'd, capacities form'd for in- 
finite objects, deſires that ſtretch themſelves be- 
yond the limits of this wide creation, in ſearch of 
the great original of life and pleaſure : I find 
new powers exerting their energy, ſome latent 
exerciſes, which *till now, I have been a ſtranger 
to. 


teach ſuch holy fables, (as I then thought them,) 


that the ſoul was immortal, and capable of ce- 


leſtial joys : But I rather wiſh'd, than beliey'd, 
theſe tranſporting truths; and put "thor on a level 


with the poet's roſy bowers, their myrtle ſhades, 


and ſoft Ely/ian fields; but now I am convine' d 
of their evidence, ar triumph in the privileges 
of my own being, I rejoice to think that the 
moment ] begun to exiſt, I enter d on an eternal 
ſtate, and commenc'd a duration, that ſhall run 
parallel, to that of the er and ſelf-exiſtent 
mind. " 
This proſpect animates me with a divine am- 
bition, and caſts a reproach on all created glory ; 
the world vaniſhes, its charms and ſoſt allurements 
are no more; a veil is caſt on mortal beauty; the 


ſpell is broken, the enchantment diffoly'd, 


You ſmile, I know, and take this for an ima- 


ginary triumph, a fort of cowardly inſult, in the 


abſence of an enemy: You will tell me, this con- 
tempt of grandeur appears with an ill grace, in 


one that has the poſſeſſion of a ſplendid poſt in 


the government : But this, my Lord, is what has 
given me a juſt opinion of the world, and of my 
ſelf. A conſtant ſeries of ſucceſs and proſperity, 


has convinc'd me, that the whole creation cannot 
make me bleſt, My ambitious deſigns have ne- 


ver been diſappointed ; in love, by a ſtrange 


caprice of the ſex, I have been always fortunate ; 
but whatever pleaſure I purſu'd, the enjoyment 
always undeceiv'd, or diſguſted me: Sometimes 1 

14 Was 
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to. I have, indeed, heard from the men, who 
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was too wiſe, and ſometimes too capricious to be 
pleas d. 

Why am I not. at reſt! 7 Why cannot cheſs ob- 
jects ſatisfy, or at leaſt delude me with a dream 
of happineſs? Why muſt I fo exactly ballance 
the weight of evil, that mingles with every good? 
Had I theic rn powers to make me thus 
niccly miſerable? I am reaſoning away all the ſa- 
tistaction of human. lite, and growing, wiſe to deſ- 
peration. I can't 10, much as amuſc my ſelf with 

an airy hope. 1 have try'd all the vanitics below 
the fun, and there is no novelty left ro flatter me: 
I-know the utmoſt that beauty and greatneſs can 
give, and am cur 'd of love and ambition, by ex- 

rimental cvidence. 

What a paradiſe, what laſting joys, did J pro- 
miſe my ſelf in the poſſeſſion of the admir d FG 
paſia ? The yielding beauty, by granting my 
deſires, loſt my eſteem; her charms vaniſh'd, her 
wit was impertinence, and her artifice diſguſted 
me, This put a period to my gallantries. The 


omen were no longer angels, but meer erring 


mortals, with whom I convers'd on a level, with- 
out any temptation to idolatry. Balls and * 
blies, dancing and dreſs, were no longer the ſub. 
jects of my ſerious application, nor the ſupreme 
deſign of my being. I no longer intereſted my 
ſelf in the ſucceſs of any modiſh entertainment: 


With great moderation, I heard the grand con- 


troverſy who ſung beſt, Cuzzoni, or Fauftina ; 
and I left the important truth to be decided by 


more capable judges. I yielded an implicit aſ- 


- ſent 
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ſent to eyery well dreſt critick, who affirm'd 
Mrs. was the beſt actreſs 58 Polly | in the 
Beggar 8 Opera, and never betray'd any intempe- 
rate zcal, or breach of charity, againſt thoſe who 
diſſented. I knew eyery beau and fine lady in 
Great Britain had a right to judge for themſelves, 
and, that being too poſitive, might endanger the 

ublick peace. 

But theſe ſoft follies were only difcarded for 
more ſpecious vanities. Diſtinction and power, 
titles and equipage, now employ'd my thoughts: 
ambition took full poſſeſſion of my ſoul. —T reach'd 
the envy'd height, and made my ſelf glorioufly 
miſerable. The period from whence I refolv'd to 
date my happineſs, begun with diſtruſt and anxi- 
ety: Inſtead of friends, I found my ſelf ſur- 
_ rounded with flatterers and mercenary depen- 
dants. Impatient and fatigu'd with the crowd, 
I ſometimes withdrew4o my appartment, and in 
ſolitary grandeur try'd, what joys the contem- 
plation on my quality and titles could give. — 
The moſt noble — The right honourable , 
Ye potent words J cry'd, Where is your energy / 
— Ye mighty ſounds ! that once fir d my ſoul, 
where is your accuſtomed force? Have ye no 
Pleaſiug magick to ſtill the tempeſt within? —— 
Ye boaſted names of truſt and power / why can 
Je no longer recreate my ſpirits, nor ſolace my mo- 
ments of leiſure and retirement, Is there nothing 
in the glittering coronet, this popular toy, to di- 
vert me? While I am ſurrounded with the page- 
autries of ſtate, and ſte ſo many badges of my 

own 
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021! dignity, why does not my mind elate it felf, 
| and brighten into extaſy? One would think it 
impoſſible to be ſplenetick, with theſe fine pane- 
gyricks and ele gant dedications lying before me. 
Here I find m 48 ſelf a hero, a wit, a handſome 
man, a virtuoſo ; and to ſum up all, an univerſal 
bleſſing to mankind. This ing theme, this 
catalogue of my own good qualities, one would 
imagine ſhould gladden my heart, and give me 
ſome vivacity ; and yet really, my Lord, as 
agrecable as the ſubject of my own merit is, it 
would hardly have kept me awake, if the vexati- 
ons of ſtate had not done it. 

Ny late indiſpoſition has given me a juſt ex- 
cuſe to withdraw from publick affairs. I have 
found a romantick retreat, ſurrounded with a 
charming varicty of woods, open lawns, and 
flowery vales, in their uncultivated beauty. Here 
I rove unattended and free, with no circuniſtance 
of grandeur, but the conſciouſneſs of a reaſonable 
and immortal being. I have the joy to find, I 
can ſtand on my own legs, a and move from place 
to place with a ſpontaneous motion; without the 
aſſiſtance of a painted machine, the prudence of 
my coachman, and the vigour of my horſes, 

T have try'd what delights were to be found in 
madneſs and folly, and am now in purſuit of what 
wiſdom and philoſophy can yield. In the fair 
creation I trace an Almighty Power, and ſee the 
immenſe Divinity impreſs d on all his works. In- 
ſpir d with a charming enthuſiaſm, I addreſs the 


great ſpirit of nature in theſe ſoliloquies, | 
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Ye woods and wilds, receive me to Jour ow? 5 
Theſe fil retreats my contemplation aid + 0 
From mortals flying, to your chaſte died, . 
Let me attend th inſtructive voice of God ! f 
He ſpeaks in all, and is in all things found, 
I hear him, I perceive him all around; by 
In nature's lovely and unblemifÞ'd te... 
With joy, his ſacred lineaments. 1 trace. 

O glorious being O ſupremely fair? 
How free, how perfect thy productions are ? 
Forgive me, while with curious eyes I view _ 
Thy. works, and boldly thus thy fteps purſue. - 
The filent valley, and the lonely grove _ 
I haunt, but oh ! 'tis thee I fee and love. 
Tis not the chaunt of birds, nor whiſpering breeze, 
But thy ſoft voice I ſeek among the trees, 
Invoking thee by filver ſtreams I walk, 
To thee in ſolitary ſpades I talk, | 
I ſpeak thy dear-lov'd name, nor ſpeak in vain; 
Kind eccho's long, the pleaſmg ſound retain. 
Reviving ſweets the op'ning flowers diſcloſe, 
Fragrant the violet, the budding roſe ; 
But all their balmy ſweets from thee they teal, 
And ſomething of thee to my ſenſe reveal. 
Fair look the ftars, and fair the morning ray, 
When firſt the fields their painted ſtenes diſplay. 
Glorious the ſun in his meridian height /! 
And yet, compar'd to thee, how faint the light ! 

Ador'd artificer ! What Skill divine /! 
What wonders in the wide creation ſpine . 
Order and majefty adorn the whole, 
Beauty and life, and thou t „ inſpiring ſoul. 

| Whats 
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is finiſh'd ; and that after this elevation, I am 


. TIERS 
Whatever grace or harmony's expreſi'd 

On all thy works, the God is there confeſs'd. 
But oh ! from all thy works how ſmall a part, 
To human minds is known of what thou art. 
Fancy gives o er its flight in ſearch of thee ; 
Our thoughts are loſt in thy immenſity. 


The thoughts are my own, but I ami modeſt 


enough to confeſs the cadence and rhyme are 


borrow'd ; and as you are a patron of the muſes, 
I believ d the harmony would pleaſe you: But 
you are certainly over- joy d to find the rapture 


compos d enough to ſubſcribe my ſelf 
Your Lordſbip's 
Moſt devoted 


Humble Servant, 


PHILAN PER. 
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To Myrxt1tio, from @ Phyſician, giving him 
an account of his ,. aca © in Love with a a fair 
Stranger. 


My dear Mä rirro 


H E engagement I am under to attend 
the Earl of #*F** in his illneſs, wilt 


detain me longer in the country than 


I defign'd ; nor is this the ws mo- 


tive that has kept me here. 


I can conceal nothing of i importance, without 


a breach of that confidence I have in you, nor 


can I deny my ſelf the pleafure of _—_— ths: | 


tender ſtory of my care. 
You'll be ſurpriz d that the perſon who con- 


vers'd in the mall, the playhouſe and opera, with 
ſuch een ſhould turn lover in the coun- 
try; but 'tts a ſerious truth, and will not admit 
of raillery: All my carthly happineſs is in ſuſ- 


pence, and depends on the ſuccefs of this paſſion. 


Nor will you cenfure me, when 1 tell yon, 
that my conqueror is the lovely ſtranger, that ap- 


pear'd in publick laſt winter with the Dutcheſs 
of ———, I did not ſee her then, and if I had; 
buſineſs or diverſion might have guarded. me 
K from 


66 LETTERS 


from the ſoft ſurprize ; but all nature, every al- 
luring circumſtance conſpir d here to yanquifhs 
and enchant me, | : 

© "The evening was fair, and with Mr. T hompſor's 
excellent Poem on Summer in my hand, I took a 
walk, and read by intervals, till all my ſoul was 
ee and harmonious. 


Theſe are the haunts of meditation, theſ 
The ſcenes, where ancient bards th'inſpiring breath, 
Extatic, felt ; and from the world retir'd, 
Convers'd with angels, and immortal fem. ; 
On heav'nly errand bent. — To ſave the fall 
Of virtue, ſtruggliug on the brink of vice, 

To hint pure thoughts, and warn the favour d ſoul, 
For future tryals fated to prepare. 


In this viſionary temper, T had wander'd about 
a mile from the Earl of *****'%s gardens and 
park, till I enter'd a winding valley, green and 
flowery as the Ely/ian fields; a filver ſtream ran 
murmuring along the middle, and willows in 
equal order adorn'd the banks: It was not per- 
fect nature, ſomething of art appear d, but in 
the maſt agreeable negligence. There were many 
little moſſy ſeats rais'd along the fides of the 
river; but what pleas d me moſt was a grotto, 
which look'd like the retirement of ſome ſylvan 
deity : I enter'd, and loſt my ſelf in a pleaſing 
contemplation, till the ſight of the moſt charming 
object J ever beheld, ſurpriz'd me: She ſeem d 
Fuirer than feigud of old, or fabled fi „i nee, 
07 fairy-damſets, met in foreſt wide 8 
4 errant _ MriL TON 


Moral and Entertaining, 6 7 


Her ſhape and features were perſectly regular; 8 
her complexion clear as the light. — But might 
as well paint virtue or harmony, as deſeribe the 
graces of her mein and aſpect; in which there 
was nothing of that gay and thoughtleſs vivacity, 
that moſt- of her ſex think fo becoming; but 
ſomething ſo ſerious and compos d, ſomerhing 
that expreſs d a mind within conſcious of its own 
dignity, and heavenly original. She advanc'd till 
ſhe came near the arbour that conceal'd me, and 
then ſeating her ſelf on the bank of the river, in 
a penſive poſture, leaning her cheek on her hand, 
white as the new fallen ſnow, with a ſoft 3 
graceful accent, ſhe repeated the following lines 


out of Sir Richard Blackmore's fine poem on the 
creation, 


Thy force alone, religion, death diſarms, 
Breaks all his darts, and ev' ry viper charms. 
Soften'd by thee, the grizly form appears, 
No more the horrid object of our fears. 
We, undiſinay d, this artful pow'r obey, 


That guides us thro the ſafe, tho /0omy Way, 
Which leads to life. ——— 


I heard her with a very tender concern, be- 
cauſe there appear'd ſomething in her complexion 
too delicate for a ſtate of confirm'd health, and 
was perhaps what led her to ſuch a ſerious 
thought. While ſhe was going on, a ſpruce 
footman came to tell her ſupper was ready, and 
her father waited for her : She roſe immediately, 
and follow'd the man at ſome diſtance. When 


K 2 they 
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they were gone, my curioſity ventur d ſome paces 
forward, and at the end of the walk perceiv'd a 
pretty romantick pile of building, where ſhe en- 
ter d. But the evening grew dusky, and I haſted 


back to the Earl's ſeat, and retiring to my ap- 


partment, paſt my time in writing this adventure, 
of which you ſhall hear the ſequel in my next: 


But I am grown a lover in one fatal moment, and 
in this deplorable circumſtance, am, 


Your moſt bumble Servant, 


7 
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To the ſame, relating the Death of his Mifreſs. N 


V laſt inform'd you in what a ſerious 
et paſſion I was engag'd ; but the tra- 

gedy is now finiſh'd, and I am paſt 

the poſſibility of being happy in 
this world, 

A few days after my laſt adventure, there came 


a meſſenger from a neighbouring gentleman, for 


me to attend one of the family, who was ill; I 


follow'd the ſeryant, and found, to my ſurprize, 


'twas the houſe where all my hopes were con- 
fin'd. I was immediately conducted to the ap- 
parment of my patient, who provd the lovely 
woman I had ſeen in my laſt ramble; ſhe was 
ſitting in a chair, pale and negligent, but per- 
fectly graceful in the height of her diſorder. 

No words can expreſs my grief, when I found 
the ſymptoms of her diſtemper fatal: Indeed the 
diſtraction of my mind was ſo remarkable, that 


ſhe could not but obſerve it, and perceiving her 


own danger in my concern, ſhe asked me with- 
out the leaſt emotion, If I was ſurpriz'd to find 
ber mortal? But ſhe deſir'd me, Since twas 4 


truth 


ſl 
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truth of which ſhe was entirely convinc'd, to ſpeak 
my opinion, without the leaſt flattery or caution. 

This true greatneſs of mind, confirm'd my 
eſteem, and heighten'd my Concern tor-her life ; 
but I was in the laſt exigence what to reply. I 
durſt not flatter her in the common ſtrain of my 
profeſſion, nor could I imitate that inſenſibility, 
which the young heroine ated, in an event on 
which the future happineſs of my life depended. 

I was aſham'd to weep, but while ſorrow kept 
me ſilent, the dying beauty told me ſome inter- 
vals of diſorder ſhe lately felt, had made the 
darkneſs of the grave, and the ſolemnity of a 
death-bed, familiar ſcenes to her imagination. 
Waiting for my laſt hour, added ſhe, without con- 
flernation, TI find this mortal ſtructure fi inking into 
the duft ; but, methinks I find the nobler powers 
of my ſoul, kindling into life and immortality. h 

What are the lawrels and; trophies of conque- 
rors, compar'd to this ſcene of triumph, which 
now I could have envy'd ? But my charming 
patient defir'd ſhe might try to reſt, and I retir'd; 
reſolving not to go from the bode, till I ſaw the 
event. She lay as if ſhe ſlept, till the morning, 
when I was haſtily call'd, and found her paſt all 
hopes, but of a few bows life. Her ſenſes were 
perfect, and a ſort of languiſhing beauty adorn'd 
her face, charming beyond all the vivacity of 


health, 
T heſe were ſome of her laſt words, utter d with 


a faint, but pleaſing accent, the ſound of which 
I ſhall never — 


0 Death Ph 
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O death how haſt thou diſcuis d thy terrors, 

and put on an angels form to approach me ! ¶ hat 
| welcome, what tranſporting tidings haſt thou 
- brought me I come thou kind meſſenger of my 
liberty and happineſs ;, I obey zby 0p invitation. 


When ſhall the curtain fall, and theſe 77 eyes 
Meet all the danling wonders of the Skies? | 
Oh rend the hated veil, and take away, 

The dull partition of this brittle clay 

Come heav'nly day, which ne er ſhall ſee a cloud 
Come chearing ſmiles, from the bright face of God. 


I fee, methinks, the glimmering of celeſtial light, 
and bleſs the dawning of everlaſting day; the 
ſhadows are flying, and the heavens opening their 
inmoſt glories" before me. In a few moments 1 
ſhall enter the bliſsful habitations, the dazling 
receſſes of the moſt high, whom 1 ſhall behold in 
full perfection, exalted in majeſty, and compleat 
in beauty. My hopes are unbounded, I ſet no 
limits to my expectations; for in his preſence is 


fulneſ3 of joy, and at bis right hand, are plea- 
ſures for evermore. 


With theſe tranſporting ſcenes before me, what 
glorious mortal could excite my envy ? What 
ſcene of pleaſure could the whole creation diſplay 
to tempt me back? The dark dominions of death 
which I am paſling through, not a captive, but 
a conqueror, throngh the ſtrength of my victori- 
ous Redeemer, who has led in triumph all the 


powers 


. 
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powers of darkneſs. Millions of ages of bappi- 
neſs are before me. The proſpe#® ſtretches to an 
immeaſurable length, my ſoul preſſes forward, and 
calls eternity it ſelf her own. * 


At theſe words, cloſing her eyes, with a ſmile 
ſhe reſign d her breath, and left me, 


Your moſt unbapp y Friend, 


LEAN DER. 
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From Marti LA to HerMIONE, giving an 
account of the fatal Event 4 her Brother's _ on 
for ber. | ie 


i deer Heco, | 
Hope my laſt letter pt: pany 
for the melancholy tidings, which 


| heighten your grief, and renew my 


own ſorrow ; but reaſon ſignifics nothing, and 
proves but - empty name, in the tranſport of 


; _ a tender paſſion, as now poſſeſſes all my 
| foul 
 Aﬀeer the fatal time that my father had extort 
ed a promiſe from my brother, and charged him 
on his bleſſing never to ſee you more, I perceived 
an alteration. in the gaicty of his temper, with a 
viſible decay of his health; but I could hardly 
perſuade my ſelf love was the cauſe, imagining 
the ſoft paſſion, in a youth of eighteen,” Was 
eaſily diverted from one fair object to another. 


15 was confirm'd in this, by his obliging and 


ſubmiſſive behaviour to my father, whoſc conduct 


in 
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this brings you of my brother 9 
death. I know the relation will 
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in this affair was indeed arbitrary and ſevere; nor 
could I forbear making ſome ſecret reproaches on 


ſuch a rigorous impoſition, where there could be 
no objection made but to your fortune. 


However, filial affection was certainly my bro- 


ther's governing principle, and he ſtill found 
ſome. plauſible excuſes tor that ſevere command, 
which cut off the brighteſt hopes he had of any 
carthly happineſs : His piety always filenc'd my 
reſentments, and pleaded my father's abſolute 
right to diſpoſe of him. A 
But as much as he endeavoured to diſguiſe his 
paſſion from me, the ericloſed wilt convince you 
of the inward anguiſh of his mind, which he gave 
me the day before he died, and charg' d me not to, 
read it till his eyes were cloſed i in death. 
My father, in the utmoſt diſtreſs, look'd on the 
expiring youth, but durſt not examine into a 


ſecret, which would have given him the ex- 


treameſt regret to diſcover : My brother per- 


ceiv'd his concern, and gave him all the conſola- 


tion he could, by owning his paternal care of his 
principles 8 actions, and returned him the moſt 


pathetick acknowledgments, for the reſtraint his 


authority had put, on ſome of his youthful fol- 


lies: My father obſerv'd the kind intention of 


this diſcourſe, which ſtill added to the anguiſh of 
his ſoul. 

Be /atisfied, my. dear father, ſaid the dying 
youth, be ſatisfied with the determinations of 
heaven, I might have dragg'd out a. long ingo 
rious liſe, loaded with infamy and guilt. 

Then 


n 
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Then, taking me by the hand, with a heavenly 
ſmile on his face, he ſaid, Alien my dear fiſter, I 
am rather falling into a gentle fleed than dying. 
I feel no pain, and all within, is peaceful aud 
calm. And then cloſing his eyes, with a ſoft 
voice he repeated theſe words, and with them 
reſigned his breath. 


The angels call, they call. me 1 above, 
Aud bid me haſten to the realms of love 
"ty foul with tranſport hears the happy doom, 
T come, ye gentle meſſengers, I come . 
Earth flies, with all the charms it has in 4 
Its ſnares, and gay temptations are no more 
While heaven appears, and the propitious Skies, 
Unveil their inmoſt glories to my eyes. 
To* mortals and their hopes I bid adieu, 
And abt no more the riſing ſun to view; 
For oh / the light himſelf, with rays divine 
| Breaks in, and donde eternal day is mine. 


After this moving ſtory, whether I ought in 
prudence to let you ſee the incloſed, I can't de- 
termine; but tis not in my power to keep it a 
ſecret 2 my moſt faithful friend, Twill ſhew 
you my brother's height of virtue, in command- 
ing a paſſion ſo tender and fatal. 

I am, 3 
Unalterably yours, 


MyrRTIIL A. 


: 3 This 
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- This is the letter he gave me ſeald, the day 
before he died, with a charge not to vpn it till 
.# Wer he. was dead. 


1 
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Aly dear S18TER, 


« NX Hatever care I have taken hitherto to 
conceal my folly, I now confeſs it, 
& that the fatal effect may warn you, from giving 
&« up your ſelf to the government of an immode- 
& rate paſſion. Twas this that haſten d my 
& early deſtiny, and cut off all the noble ends of 
4 my lite. 

« My love to the beautiful Hex mio NE Was 
& ſuch an enchantment, that all the motives of 
« reaſon and religion could not free me from it. 
TFhe improvements of art and nature, the love of 
« my country, and the publick welfare, had no 
< ſhare in my thoughts. My piety was enerva- 
60 ted, and the important end of my being neg- 
« lected. I liv'd, and mov d, and acted with no 
other deſign, but to pleaſe the caprice of my 
fair tyrant. 

Till my father, with the higheſt reaſon, en- 


« deavoured to reſcue me from the inglorious || 


cc ſlavery ; ; I was convinced of the kindneſs of 
« his intention, and how much he conſulted my 
& honour and advantage, i in putting me under 3 


& ſolemn obligation, never to ſec the object of 


« my dotage more. 


| 
| 
| 


| 
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« With the utmoſt violence to my tender in- 


clination, I kept my promiſe, and fell a victim 


to the ties of filial piety and truth. What re- 
gard I paid to thoſe ſacred names, Heaven 


was my witneſs, and how fincerely I ſtrove to 


conquer the unhappy paſſion that poſleſs'd me, 


Aided by a Power Divine, I at laſt recovered 


my reaſon, but my health hourly declined, and 
death is now adyancing to releaſe me, from all 
the remainders of error and folly, The ſoft 
affections of my ſoul will be perfectly refined 
into a noble and ſeraphick ardour. I am go- 
ing to the fruition of immortal beauty, and un- 


mingled pleaſure. I ſhall gaze on the bright 


original of all that's excellent and lovely. I 


ſhall hear the voice of uncreated harmony, 


ſpcaking peace and unuttcrable e to _ 
ſoul. 

« Adicu, my dear Mr Wr r U A, my * 
lov'd ifice. May angels watch your ſteps, and 
keep you in the paths of virtue! Make it 
your ſtudy to ſoften my father's cares, and add 


no ſorrow to his hoary age. 1 fear he will 


carry his grief for me to the grave. But oh! 
let him never know the exceſs of my folly, 
I charge you not to ſhew him a word of this 


Letter, nor once reflect on his well meant ſe- 
verity. Farewel, till we mect in the blifstul 


realms of love. 
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H E inſtances of heathen virtue, that 
SH you have collected, have ſome- 
thing in them I cones. noble and 
ſurprizing; and your eloquence 
| has ſet them in their full luſtre and 
* „ But there is a name, the Chriſtian 
boaſt and hope, that darkens all human glory, 
and which, with a ſort of pious inſult, may be 
W to the moſt accompliſh'd of your hero's. 
The poem I have enclos'd on this loſty ſubject, 
is a paraphraſe on Mr. Craſbaw s Hymn to the 
Name of Ixsus, and there is little alteration of 


| _ thing, . but the language. 
8 A Hymn to the Name of JES US, 


Wake, my ſoul'! my clay riſe and _ [ 2 
Awake, and all thy ſacred ardour bring 
While for unuſual. flight I fpread a tow'ring wing. 
Awake, my lute ! proud of thy glorious theme; 
Let each harmonious ftring, 
Tremble wit hrapt rous joy, and ſpeak the mighty name! 


FG 
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Aſſiſt me ev'ry gentle ſound, 
Which ftudious art has found,; 
You that ſpeak with filver firings, 
Or ſivell with tuneful breath, 
And lend the coward wings, 
To meet the face of death + 
You that in the rural ftrain, 
Eccho thro' the peaceful plain, 
Delight the groves, aud charm the guiltleſs ſwain, ; 
With you that various joys ford. 
Touch'd by a al hand, _ 
Which can the pow'rs of bare command, 
And dance with graceful art along the tuneful £651 
You that with vocal muſick pleaſe the ear, 
Your choiceſt ſtrains prepare. 
The ſprings which move our inmoſt thoughts 
3 you know, 
Aud can their Ferceſt rage controul, 
While from your lips torrents of pleaſures flow, 
And overwhelm the ſoul, 
Let all that nature graceful calls, or fot, 
In the glorious conſort meet | 
Purling ftreams, and falling "=P b 
Sighing wings, and whiſp'ring woods 
Let ev'ry bird of tuneful throat, 
Join his free ungovern d note; 
Mpile hills and valleys catch the emed frain, 
And everlaſting eccho's the bleft ſound retain ! 
With Jesv s we begin, his charming name, 
Shall fill the ſpacious ſong, 
And yield an endleſs theme. 
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To ev'ry note the joyful word we'll place, 
Our ſoft preludiums this alone ſhall grace, 
And ev'ry cadence artfully prolong. 
New ſmiles already nature wears, 
Al blooming looks and gay; 
The brightewd . un crown'd with freſb beams ap- 
And darts a clearer ray. (pears, - 


| | Tranſporting Name ! | 
„ boſe accents to the ranſom'd world proclaim, 
Salvation, and immeaſurable grace, | 
Peace and good-will to all the human race 7 
A pure bas d heav u, an open d paradiſe, 
Unbounded joys, and never-ending bliſs. 
Stupendous love ! 
Can man for this ungrateful prove ? 
Ja sus the Saviour ! what rebellious knee, 
"Would uot a ready homage pay to thee ? 
The Martyrs glorious train, 
"Thy noble wotaries of old, 
In records of immortal / Js enroll d, 
More on their breafts inſcrib d, thy mighty name : 
By this, with ſacred fortituds inſpir d, 
With heavenly zeal and tranſport fir'd, 
They ran upon the pointed ſpear, 
And leap'd into the flame; 
Nor death could in a ſbape appear, 
But what with open arms they met, 
Defpi if ing all that rage could do, or proudef tyrant's 
| _ (threat, 
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No t hell it ſelf their conflancy could ſpake, 
Its deepeſt ſtratagems they brake, 
Is wildep fury anger dom, 


Aud ſeized with conqu'ring bands the werlafling 


{ crowns 
Jesus the Aua! for the fight they choſe, 
And gave a glorious onſet to their foes - 
In vain the powers of earth and hell oppoſe, 
Jes us, our conqu' ring chief! they cry'd, 
* sus! aloud the founding Skies reply a. 


A 


Exalted J | SOT ys 


From thee the burning ſeraphs catch their flames 


Jesv s the God ! dis they alone can tell, 
What treaſures in that title dwell; 
You happy ſpirits that feel its emphaſis, 

By this you fland confirn'd in bliſs, 
And know what boundleſs joys are ſtor d 
In this important word. 
The glorious ſubje# only ſuits, | 
The high ftrain'd notes of your immortal 2 
Then join the choir, | 
| You bright muſicians of the skies, 
And with a well-proportion'd fire 
© Jnftrud# us how to riſes 
Let your bleft harps ti imperfecꝭ lay prolongs 
9 the bold deſign, and cloſe thi een, rouis 
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907 JaNE ae, to Lord GUILFORD Duprxr. 


SW IT H anguiſh that no force of words 
of UNE can tell, 

In theſe fad lines J take my laſt 
8 farewell. 

Could I with leſs reludtance part from thee, 
Approaching death had no ſurprize for me; 
That ſolemn proſpect ſhould my thoughts employ, 
And'baniſh ev'ry tender ſcene of joy: 

But thou doſt ſtill return upon my foul, 

What force the ſoft temptation can controul? 

I meet thee ſtill reſiſtleſs in thy charms, 

Sigh on thy breaſt, and languiſh in thy arms. 

O GviLroxrD!'tisno wretched love of life, 
That fills my thoughts with this uneaſy ſtrife, 
The flatt' ring blandiſhments of youthful years, 
A promis'd kingdom, nor my country's tears; 
For thee alone Id live, for thee alone, 

I took the fatal proffer of a crown, 

No fond ambition ftain'd my guiltleſs mind, 
Inſpir'd with paſſions of a gentler kind: 

With thee I would have choſe ſome calm retreat, 
Far from the dull formalities of ſtate ; 


How 


Moral and Entertaining. 83 
How careleſs ! how ſerene my fleeting hours, 
Had paſs'd in ſhady walks and fragrant bow'rs { 
Pleas'd with the murmurs of a ſmooth caſcade, 
Or near ſome chryſtal fountain, while it play'd, 
Upon its flow'ry verge, with thee reclin'd, 
My voice I to the melting lute had join'd; 
And ſooth'd thy foul with gentle ftrains of love, 
Anſwer'd by all the mulick of the grove, 

Where rove my thoughts? — Aſſiſt me grace 
This laſt, this darling object to reſign ; divine! 
Forgive rhis frailty of my tender years, 

This guilty fondneſs, and. theſe female tears. 
Yet Heaven my witneſs ſtands, I would not buy, 
EvnaGurLrorD's lite, with.one inglorious lye ; 
Nor dare my tongue, for all theſe ample skies 
Contain, the form of ſacred truth diſguiſe. 

Be Rome ! be hell ! in their revengeful pride, 
Their flames, their racks, and tort'ring arts defy d: 
A thouſand glorious witneſſes have ſtood 
For this great cauſe, and ſeal'd it with their blood, 
Thou conqu'ring leader of a ſhining train 
Of martyrs, for thy teſtimony ſlain ! 

In thy victorious name I dare engage, 

The utmoſt force of perſecuting rage : 

'To men, to angels, be my ſoul unveil'd, 

Nor any part of heav'nly truth conceal 'd ! 

The glorious cauſe that animates my breaſt, 

My lips with holy triumph ſhall atteſt ; 

Atteſt it with my laſt expiring breath, 

And ſmile on all the ſolemn pomp of death. 

But darker ſcenes before my fancy riſe, 

And nature, vanquiſh'd, ſinks in the ſurprize : 
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To ſhake my utmoſt virtue, 'tis decreed 
'That thou to Rome muſt firſt a victim bleed. 


How ſhall thy wretched wife that ftroke ſurvive ! 


An hour beyond will be an age to live, 
But GI LO R keep thy ſacred truth unſtain d, 
And half my immortality is gain'd. 

Ve virgin ſaints that in your early bloom, 
From cruel tyrants met a fatal doom, 
That dy'd the honour of the chriſtian faith, 
And boldly trod the ſame illuſtrious path, 
To animate the youthful ſuft rer's breaſt, 
Appear in all your heav'nly glories dreſt; 
Shew him your ſparkling crowns, the bright reward 
For ſuch diſtinguiſh'd- conſtancy prepar'd ; 
Open your roſie bow'rs, your bliſsful ſeats, 
Your gardens of delight, and ſoft retreats, 
Where gentle gales ambroſial odours blow, 
And ſprings of joy in endleſs currents flow, 
With ſmiling viſions recreate his ſoul, 
And cv'ry doubting anxious thought controul, 
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Lord Gv1LFrorD DvvpLey to Lady Jane Gray, 


= AY cv 'ry watchful angel guard thy 
Lie 

My lovely e ee my charming 
Os wife! | 
For thee I importune the skies with pray'rs, 
And waſt the tedious hours in gloomy cares. 
Were I from all the world but thee confin'd, 
I'd call my ſtars propitious ſtill, and kind; 
Thoſe priſon walls would prove a fafe retreat, 
From all the reſtleſs factions of the great. 
Sink, curſt ambition, to thy native hell! 
And with thy kindred fiends for ever d well! 


Were I, my fair, again poſſeſt of thee, 


What toys, were kingdoms, and their crowns to 
Inglorious in ſome bliſsful ſhades I'd prove, (me 4 
The filent joys of unmoleſted love, 

Why was thy birth deriv'd from antient kings? 
Our miſery from this fatal greatneſs ſprings : 
Indulgent love a gentler lot deſign'd, | 
Nor form'd for publick cares thy guiltleſs mind; 
Thy thoughts were all employ'd on ſofter themes, 
Tender and innocent as infant's dreams: 
And yet—— but heav'n the title diſallows, 
Acrown, methought, look d glorious on thy brows. 
In ev'ry look, in all thy graceful mein, | 
The brighte rays of "_ jeſty were ſeen ; Im- 
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Imperial beauty ſparkled in thy eyes, 
I gaz d with Extacy, and new ſurprize; 

A thouſand times I preſs'd thy lovely hand, 

And cry'd, Twas form'd a Scepter to command. 

But theſe gay ſcencs for ever take their flight, 
Like ſome fantaſtick viſion of the night. 

Oh could my death the angry Queen appeaſe, 
Could that alone a raging faction pleaſe, | 
Unterrity'd I'd mcet the publick ſtorm „, 
And challenge death in ev'ry dreadful form. 

But oh ! what horrors riſe — thy tender life — 
What would I ſpeak My lov'd,mybeaut'ouswite! 
What counſel can thy wretched husband give:?. 
On any terms I fain would have thee lie. 
Forgive my ſtagg'ring faith, my coward heart, 
My better thoughts diſclaim this thametul part. 
What courſe can my diſtracting paſſions take, 
When thou, when truth, vhen heav/n itſelf*s at ſtake? 
To endleſs darkneſs. would I drag thee down,  / 
And poorly rob thee of a martyr's crown. 
May heaven forbid! — I'll be thy joy ful guide, 
Nor ſhall the fatal ftroke our fouls divide. | 

O death! where is thy boafted conqueſt now ?. 
Where are the frowns and terrors of thy brow ? 
Thou haſt an angel's hcav'nly form and air, 
Pleaſures and graces in thy train appear. 

Ten thouſand kind tranſporting ſcenes ariſe, - 
O come my fair! they call us to the skies. 
Beauties, like thee, in nature's early pride, 
Undaunted for theit ſacred faith have dy d; 
With theirs, with all th' illuſtrious names of old, 
The Britiſb glory, thine ſhall be enrolld. 
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To Mrs. 


= 7 Cannot ſay you have turned me into 

Fant OA an angel; I have too much mo- 
deſty to compliment you or my 
ſelf with ſuch miracles ; but you 


have certainly given an elevation 
to my mind, which I never before experienc'd : 

And without any deſign, but doing you juſtice, 
T may own, that from a ſavage I am become hu- 
man, and from a libertine, regular and conſiſtent, 
from a lover you have metamorphos'd me into a 
reaſonable creature. However odd this confeſſion 
appears, this is making you a greater compliment 
than ſwearing you have made me a lunatick and a 
madman. *Tis more glorious for you, to be va- 
lued by a man in his right ler, than to be ſtar d 
at by one quite out of his wits: My. being more 


reaſonable, does not that. 8 are leſs 
amiable, * _ ,cointur Tat y, 


For inward , creat, auge We . 
And ſan#ity. of manners, anner your, « charms. 
ADD1$S0N. 
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Vou have convinced me that virtue is more 
than an empty name, that - tis the moſt ſacred 
reality. 1 ke, I acknowledge the bright Divinity; ; 
Pe infotts my infidelity by x thouſand modern in- 
ſtances of her power; among the youthful and 
mature, the gentle and ſevere, fbe boaſts her vo- 
taries: Virtue retires no more to cottages and 
eells, but ſecure of publick triumph and applauſe, 
ſbe makes the Britiſh court her imperial reſidence, 


The Goddeſs all her glorious ſelf appears, 
When Carolina's royal form ſhe wears; 

With ev'ry conqu ring charm ſhe ftands EN? 2 

While ſubject hearts their glad allegiance ved. 


Long may this propitious Queen be the j joy and 
boaſt of a great and happy nation! Vou find I am 
grown publick ſpirited: Tis you have given this 
generous ardour to my ſoul, and kindled the ſincereſt 
zeal for the honour of my king and country. I 
grow impatient to draw my ſword in their de- 
tence, and would commence the hero: Nor will 
I diſſemble the truth, but freely own to you, that 
in my ſtate of ae my bravery was all at- 
fete, and often diſguis'd the moſt {laviſh terrors. 
I perccive, Madam, tis my own panegyrick I - | 
am writing rather than yours: Indeed my cha- 
racter cannot be in better hands; I have certainly 
done my ſelf juſtice, and been Ne in the re- 
cital of my good qualities, and with great mo- 
deſty have thought fit to propoſe my ſelf, as an 
exaruple of the reformation of manners. 1 
N ou 
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You will conclude I am in a diſpoſition to 
write a moral eſfay, rather than a love-letter, 
which was really my prime intention ; but you 
have ridicul'd all my figures of rhetorick on that 
ſubject, ſo that I am fore d to change my ſtile, in 


my own defence. But I hope I am intelligible, 
in aſſuring you, I am without reſervz, 


Mapan, 
Your moſt devoted, 
and moſt humble Servant, 


Al. RA N Us. 
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more for the ſecurity of mankind, 
that you ſhould live in ſome rural 
abode, than appear in the world ; 

ſuch perſons as you are fatal to the 
publick tranquillity, and do miſchief without ever 
deſigning it: But I muſt own when belles and 
beaux retire to country ſhades for the fake of 
heavenly contemplation, the world will be well 
reformed. A hermit' life might be tolerable, 
while the ſerious hours are divided between Hides - 
Park and the Opera; but a more diſtant retreat in 
the full pride of your charms and youth, would 
be very extraordinary. To be convinced by ſo 
early experience, that mankind are amus'd only 
with dreams and fantaſtick appearances, muſt pro- 
ceed from a ſu paler degrge of virtue and 2 
ſenſe. 


4. 
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ſenſe, After a thouſand convictions of the vanity 
of their purſuits, how few know the emphaſis of 
theſe tew lines, | 


Sweet ſolitude / when life's gay hours are paſt, 
Howeler we range, in thee we fix at laſt, 


uf Toft thro' tempeſtuous ſeas (the voyage ver). 


Pale we look back, ani bleſs the friendly ſhore. 

Our own ſtrict judges our paſt life we ſcan, 

Aud ask if virtue has enlarg'd the ſpan ;, 

If bright the proſpect, we the TraVe deſis, * 

Truſt future ages, and contented die. 
FE 41 T'1CKELL. 


Nothing is perhaps more terrible to the ima- 
gination than an abſolute ſolitude; yet I muſt own 
ſuch a retreat as diſengages the mind from thoſe 
intereſts and paſſions, which mankind generally 
purſue, appears to me the moſt certain way to 
happineſs: Quictly to withdraw from the crowd, 
and leave the gay and ambitious to divide the 
honours and pleaſures of the world, without be- 
ing a rival or competitor in any of theſe advan- 
tages, muſt leave a on” in perfect and unen- 
yy'd repoſe. 

Without any apology, 1 am going to talk to 
my ſelf, and what follows 1 may properly be called 
a digreſſſon. 

Let me loſe the rematybenges of this buſy world, 
and hear no more of its diſtracting tumults ! Ye 
vain grandeurs of the carth ! Ye periſhing riches 
and fantaſtick pleaſures ! What are your proudeſt 

N 2 boaſts 2 7 


bs 
boaſts ? Can you yield undecaying delights ? 
Joys becoming the dignity of reaſon, and the ca- 


pacities of an immortal mind? Ask the happy 
ſpirits above, at what price they value their en- 


joyments; ask them if the whole creation ſhould 
purchaſe one moment's interyal of their bliſs, 
No — one beam of celeſtial light obſcures the 
glory, and caſts a reproach on all the beauty this 
world can boaſt. 

This is talking in buskins, you will think ; and 
indeed I may reſign crowns and ſcepters, and 
give up the grandeurs of the world, with as much 
imaginary triumph, as a hero might fight battles | 
and conquer armies in a dream, In the height of | 
this romantick inſult I am, | 


MAD AM, 


Your moſt oblig a, 


humble Servant. 


E 
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| To the Same. 
DAM, 
Am certainly dead and buried, accord- 
ing to your notions of life; interr'd 
in the ſilence and obſcurity of a 
Ez country retreat, far from the dear 
town and all its joys ; which in your gay appre- 
henſions cannot properly be called living. But 
for me (who ask nothing but cafe and liberty, in 
order to be happy) I am willing to inform you, 


„ N — 5 
»/ — of a 
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* 

1 


J am in a ſtate of exiſtence, and capable of the 


entertainment your wit would have given me, if 
you had been ſo obliging as to have filled the 
blank paper you ſent: Nothing could be more 
nicely malicious, nor is it poſſible for you to ima- 
gine, how the ſight of ſo much clean paper tor- 
mented me. How many ſparkling things could 
you have writ, and not exhauſted your ftock, nor 
got the vapours by over- ſtuding your ſelf : But I 
hope you will make me ſome reparation, by the 
length of your next. I will not inſiſt on your 
writing ſenſe or reaſon, if that will be any privi- 
lege to you; but tho' nonſenſe from you would 
be a great novelty, it would coft you ſo much 
pains to write it, that I am afraid you would ſend 
me a ſhorter epiſtle than your laſt, 


Tam, Madam, your moſt obedient, &c. 


To the ſame, 


Have neglected writing fo long that 
I am almoſt aſham'd to own I am 
ns i WT gil alive: I ought to have dy d in 
pure civility, which would have 
deen the only ſufficient excuſe for 
my filence. But really madam, it coſts me more 
"pains to indite an epiſtle to you, than it would 
to write a book to ſome ſort of readers; and I 
can't help. wiſhing J had more wit, or you a 
great deal leſs, 

Your i. of Lilliput paper, will drive 
me to great extremities, and what I moſt fear, 
will often prove a ſevere excrciſe to the patience 
of my gentle reader. I am reduced to a necef- 
fity of talking of this world or the next: For the 
next, you are ſo happy at preſent, that you may 
not be always diſpos'd to think of ſo ſolemn a 
ſubject; and for this I amr entirely ignorant: my 
converſation is confin'd to whiſpering trees, and 
murmuring brooks, and I cannot give you the 
lcaſt intelligence of what paſſes among mortals. 


My 


— 
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My fate, madam, is juſt the reverſe of yours, 
You had a great many things in your head, but 
wanted paper; I have clean paper cnough, but 
nothing at all in my head, tis a vacuum, a diſ- 
mal emptyneſs; and Pe" I fill the blank paper 
with the curious flouriſh of a trye-love's knot, 1 
muſt ſubſcribe, 


Madam 
Your moft oblig'd 
Humlle Servgut. 


=> 


LED T ER . 


To the ſame. 


HE Sylvan ſcenes never appeared 
more beautiful (not even in Mr. Pope's 
paſtorals) than in thoſe ſoft lines you 
encloſed, I hope you will find all 
the joys that peace and innocence 
can give, in your charming retreat. Your de- 
ſcription haſted my imagination through a thou- 
fand enchanting ſcenes. I wiſh you may long en- 
Joy thoſe fine walks you are contriving: Not that 
I wiſh you may ſee as many returning ſprings, as 
the fair damſels before the deluge ; when an in- 
ſulting beauty might take fifty years deliberation 
to anſwer a Billet-doux, and act the tyrant five 
hundred years, in the full pride of her charms, 
But you ſhew no ambition at all of this nature, 
and I am perſuaded tis no manner of mortifica- 
tion to you, that your conqueſts are limited to a 

ſhorter date. | 6 | 
I am going, madam, to put you in mind again, 
that you are mortal. I fancy you open my let- 
ters with as much gravity as you would a funeral 
ſermon, and read them with the ſame ſeriouſneſs: 
5 but 
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but you ſeem pleas'd with theſe ſubjects, and a- 
midſt the brighteſt advantages of youth and for- 
tune, are a reaſonable creature, as well. as a fine 
lady. Theſe fort of reflections from me are not 
the vapours; I am pretty free from the ſpleen, 
as you know all half-witted people are. But in 
the gayeſt diſpoſition, death would have a diſ- 
mal view, and wear ten thouſand horrors, if an 
immortality beyond it did not brighten the ſcene. 

Without this proſpect, it would not be worth 
the while to begin a generous friendſnip. When 
we have ſeen a few more ſetting ſuns (for 1i- 
ſing ſuns ſome people never ſee) when a few more 
flying hours are paſt, with life to reſign the moſt 
exalted of human ſatisfactions, would heighten 
all the horrors of the gra ye 

I. might with leſs trouble recommend ſome 
good book to your peruſal, and keep this divini- 
ty for my own uſe, ; You will be INE that 
I am come to a a eoneluſton, and ain 


Madam, 852 5 | 
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LE TER V. 


To the Same. 


o R xreflections on * #**#*'z death 

A have ſomething in them ſo juſt and 
agreeable, that I am recompenc'd 
for his loſs, whatever —_—_ the reſt 

of the world ſuffers by it 

It pleaſes me to find you ſo often retarging to 

a ſubject, that moſt people take ſo much pains to 
avoid. If immortality is the pride and happineſs 
of human nature, why ſhould it not be mention'd 
with the ſame gaiety, with which we talk of other 
agreeable things? The other world is at leaſt a 
greater novelty than this; nor is it ſuch a glori- 
ous round of action, to cat, to drink, and fleep, | 

that people ſhould have an averſion to think, if | 
not to try what variety of enjoyments a faruee 
life will give them. But to forget this, is the 
deſign of all the thoughtleſs amuſements the wit 
of man can invent. What Monſieur Paſcal ſays, 
is perfectly juſt. 


origine de toutas tes occupations tumultuares 
7 hommes, & de tout ce qu on appelle divertiſe- 
mont 
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ment on paſſe-tems, & en effet que diy laiſſer paſſer 
je tems ſans le ſentir, ou le plittit ſans le ſentir 
ſog-meme, Sd eviter en perdant cette partie de la 
vie le degoilt in terieur. L' ame eft jette dans le 
corps pour y faire un [tjour de pen de durde. Elle 
ſgait que ce neſt qu un paſſage d un voyage tternel, 
quelle ma que le peu de tems que dure la vie 
pour g. y preparer. Mais ce peu le commode fi fort 
S! embaraſſe ſi etrangement quelle ne ſonge qu d 
le perdre. Celuy of une peine inſupportable a voire 
de penſer d ſoy. Ainſi tout ſon ſoui eft de 
Soublier ſoy meme, & de laiſſer couler le tems fi 


court & fi pretieux ſans reflection, en 3 occupant 
des choces qui Fempechent d' penſer. 


Til top here, or you will certainly think I am 
going to tranſcribe the whole book, to fave you 
the trouble of throwing away your money on a 
Moral Eſſay. And perhaps, Madam, you may 
not be in ſo grave a humour, as when you wrote 
laſt : For all human things are changeable, and 
have ſometimes good, and ſometimes evil diſpoſi- 


tions; and in what circumſtance this will find Vou, 
is an uncertainty to 


Mapan, 
Yonr moſt obedient, 


8 and moſt humble Servant. 
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| To the Same. 
50 U will find, Madam, to your 


grief, T have not hir'd the carrier 
to loſe the large paper you ſent me; 
but I have certainly more compaſ- 
ſion for you than to fill it. One 
would think you intended I ſhould write a Weſtern 
Journal, and give you a full and true relation of 


all the ghoſts and apparitions that are ſcen in the 


County of - , for theſe are the only remark- 
able events which hippen here. 
Tb beſe arc the regions of ſleep and repoſe, not 


4 action: For my own part, I neither hope, nor 


fear, contrive, nor deſign any thing that relates 
to this mortal life, but am as much at reſt as the 
people that are ſleeping in their ſepulchres. Tam | 
in ſome doubt whether I belong to the ſociety of 
the living, or the dcad, and am _ to ask my 
{clt, as Ho 


* this ext jhence _ or a dream ? 


I can't perſuade my ſelf to wiſh you any thing, 
but juſt what you are, a meer earthly creature. 


It would be too great a diſadvantage to find you 
in 
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in a rank of beings ſuperior to mortals : J am ſo 
ſenſible of the diſtance at preſent, that I can't wiſh 
you in a greater elevation. If I ask d any thing, 
perhaps it would be to ſet you more on an equa- 
lity, that 1 might have an opportunity to con- 
vince you how fincere and diſintereſted my 
friendſhip 1s. 

By your account, L*** B*** lives a very 
unactive and inglorious life. Tho! he has been ſo 
long as four months in the world, he has had ſo 
few adventures, that I can but ;uft ſtretch my 
invention to compoſe half a ſong for him. 


Thou pretty, ſmiling, guiltleſ T bing! 

Of thee what can the muſes ſing, 

Unleſs they ſpeak in prophecy, 

How great a Hero thou ſhalt be ; 

Thy country's patron, and the grace 
Of ****®" Jong illuſtrious race. 


With verſe and proſe, reflections gay and ſeri- 
ous, ſome with a meaning, and others without 
any meaning at all, I am at laſt, to your un- 
ſpeakable ſatisfaction, come to an = ot this fine 
Epiſtle, and am going to ſubſcribe my ſelf, 


MADAM, 


Yours, &c. 


* LET- 
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ä Jo the Same. 
MAD Ax, 
55 0 UR concern . the 
moſt melancholy circumſtance in the 
account you have given me of his 
death. The toil, the long fatigue 
is paſt, and all to come is reſt and 
endleſs joy. The happy ſpirit is for ever wand- 


ering noßx 


mn Thro' boundleſs realms of bliſs, 
I here pleaſure bloſſoms with eternal ſpring, -- 


You expreſs your ſelf with ſo much good ſenſe 
and true greatneſs of mind on this occaſion, that 
nothing could ſet your character in a more agree- 
able light : The death of your friends ſeems to 


reconcile your thoughts to the unknown regions. 


With regard to your ſelf, it might be no diſad- 
vantage to quit the world ſo early: To die in 
the pride of liſe, and all the ſplendor of youthful 
virtue, has ſomething far more glorious than to 
languiſh out the dregs of life in the exerciſe of no 
virtue but patience. 7 


You 


* 
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N 
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You find, Madam, I am perſuading you to die 
with great compoſure. I ſuppoſe you think your 
{elf obliged to me for reſigning my friends to their 
deſtiny with ſo much calmneſs and ſubmiſſion ; 
but really tis in meer charity to you; for if you 
grow wiſe ſo ſoon, I can't imagine how you will 
fill up the tedious round of threeſcore years and 
ten, if Heaven for the happineſs of mankind, 
ſhould continue your life to that date. 

How many people would ſuſpend their part 
in the joys of paradiſe till the heavens are no 
more, for the moſt trifling of thoſe amuſements 
which you deſpiſe : But while you think ſo juſtly 
of this world and the next, I muſt confeſs, the 
manner of life, to which your quality confines 
you, excites my compaſſion. Indeed you may 
diſpenſe with me for practiſing this height of 
charity, while you are the object of almoſt every 
body's envy. But be as happy as the world can 
make you; tis all but ſleeping and dreaming; 
and, as Mr. Law ſays, Being n as a vain 
ſucceſh ton of ſhadows. 

This quotation, you may imagine, is to gew 
my great reading: When I am writing to you, I 
would indeed ſhine with every advantage; but 
the height of my ambition i is N | - 


MAB 


| „ Kc. 


: LET- 


Jo the Same. 
Find 'tis generally a very ſelfiſh motive 
that makes me write to you, my de- 
ſign being to cxtort an anſwer. If 
you had but ſo much diſintereſted 
charity, as to write without expecting a reply, I 
ſhould certainly reccive the favour with the ut - 
moſt gratitude and modeſty : However, 'tis well 
that you indulge my talent of impertinence, and 
never ſtrictly inſiſt on common ſenſe. 

At preſent I can't entertain my ſelf, much leſs 
you: the creation ſeems to want variety; and I 
am as much inclin'd to cry for more worlds as 
Alexander the Great was, only my uneaſineſs is 


for the ſake of novelty, for I have little ambition : 
Not enough to leave you in an error, tho? to 
my own advantage. I would not maliciouſly leſ- 


ſen my ſelf, nor detrat from my own good qua- 
lities, which certainly appear to my view in their 
Full magnitude; yet ſuch is the force of truth, 


that I muſt confeſs you have given me a ſort of | 
imaginary character, and I am a heroine of your 


own making; ; as great minds always ſuppoſe they 
find in others the ſame virtues they really poſſeſs 
themſelves. 

My letter is of a convenient length, and you 
wall now gladly diſmiſs 
— Your moſt humble Servant. 
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Was ſo far from thinking your letter 
dhe effect of the ſpleen, that I am per- 
ſuaded 'twas written in one of your 
28 gayeſt intervals: To a mind turn'd 
like yours, the thoughts of death muſt be all 
ſerene and agreeable. 51 fancy you will be pleas d 
with theſe lines which Monſieur Menard order'd 
to be written over his cloſet door. a \ 


Las deſperer & de me plaindre, 
De! amour des grands & du ſort, | 
Ceſt ici que j'attens la mort, | 
Sans le deſirer, ou le craindre. 


— 


Ceſt bien le caractere, le plus beau, & le plus rare 


qu on puit avoir. But᷑ the eternal hurry that at- 


tends an exalted ſtation, needs a higher pitch of 
virtue, to keep the mind in a proper temper to 
meet 
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meet our diffolution, than is generall y attain'd ; 


and dying in pomp gives a thouſand terrors to | 
the fatal period. | >» W 


Had ] been born ſome humble villager, 

And in a peaceful cottage paſs'd my days, 
Far from the guilty pageantry of courts, 

In innocence my life had calmly paſt, 

And with a ſinile I might reſigu my breath. 


The world has I think as few charms for me, 
as for moſt people of my age ; but I muſt own, 


T feel a ſort of reluctance to part with every | 


thing below, and a dread to enter on thoſe un- 
known regions, from whence none return, to tell 
us what they find. 


Betwixt the whiſtling of the wind, and the 


roaring of a fall of water, I have at preſent a 
ſolemn and agreeable conſort, and can't help ad- 
dreſſing my ſelf with Mira to the winter. 


To thee my gently drooping head I bend, 
Thy figh my ſiſter, and thy tear my friend; 
On thee I muſe, and in thy haſt ning ſun 
See life expiring, &er tis well begun ; 

Thy fick'ning ray and venerable gloom 
Shew life's laſt ſcene, the ſolitary tomb. 


Adieu, 


CIEORA. 
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——— HITHER ſhall J direct for 1085 
care you ſtill an inhabitant of the 
earth, or aſcended to the ætherial 
regions ? am 1 addreſſing a mortal, 

or an immortal ſpirit? in what 0 
guage wal I ſpeak ? If you are ſtill in this world, 

I am determin'd to moleſt you; and I hope chis 
letter will find you in the midſt of ſome agreeable 
reverie, and chaſe the gaudy viſion on! your 
fancy. 

I cannot praiſe your virtue in becoming a re- 
cluſe, and getting the victory by a cowardly 
flight : I would have you raiſe your character, 
by yenturing into this wicked town, and by de- 
ſpiling the world in the midſt of its dazling temp- 
tations. 

To read a treatiſe of devotida, inſtead of a new 
play, and preſerve your ſerious temper, ſur- 
rounded with vanity and diverſions, would be a 
more heroical part, than enjoying an inglorious 
tranquillity, among purling ſtreams and flowery 
meadows. - 

Beſides here would be the addition of mortifi- 
cation, to heighten your virtue: For you would 
T4. | ſcarce 


= LETTERS 


ſcarce find the crying of Small- Coal as harmonious 
3 ſound, as the warbling of nightingals ; nor the 
ſmell of Sea-coal ſmoak, as fragrant as the breath 
of opening violets and primroſes. 

But my compariſons are ſo much to the advan- 
tage of the country, that I am afraid you will 
ſuſpect my advice to be the effect of envy, and I 
had as good throw off a diſguiſe, and own that at 
preſent my way of living is a ſeries of imperti- 
nence, and were it to continue, 


Far rather would I in ſome humble cell, 
Diſtant from all that's gay for ever dwell, 
Than waſt my flying hours, and thus divide 
| My time, twixt folly, calumny and pride; 
Still trifling, thus debaſe the gift of ſenſe, 
And tive the ſlave of dull impertinence. 


J have not yet had the curioſity to ſee the new 
Opera : The weather is ſo hot, that I think ſhady 
groves and chryſtal ſtreams more refreſhing than 
a crowded theatre. Indeed the town was never 
more difagreeable to me than now. I wiſh I knew 
whether it proceeds from being more wiſe, or 
morc dull: I am afraid the latter, for as to an | 
increaſe of wiſdom, I can't ſay, I am ſenfible of 
it in any other inſtance. 

The greateſt happineſs perhaps that can be at- 
tain'd in this world, is only inſipid indolence, | 
and not any real pie. How different does it 
prove from thoſe gay viſions that youth forms to 
itſelf, when it firſt launches out into the flattering 

ocean 
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ocean! How ſoon do tempeſts of trouble and 
confuſion riſe ! while nothing is ſo common as the, 
defire of long life, and yet how ſmall a part of 
mankind would care to trace back their lives 
again, in the ſame ſteps they did before! Tho 

perhaps the only variety would be, to change one 
folly for another; to quit the play-houſe for 
ombre, or the gentle ſtrains of the opera for the 
ſerious contemplation of their own dear perſons 
in a looking-glaſs. 


T am yours, 


CLEORA. 


Wr E A 1. 


. M Beg you not to write any more on 


IX 7 wa Lilliput paper : I am almoſt atraid to 

open your letter, tor fear of finding, 
b Aer a reſpectful margin, Madam, 
at the top, and your name at the bottom, and 
trackleſs waſts of blank paper betwcen, for me to 
fill up at my leiſure. 

You will be ſurpriz'd to find, that at a time 
when my health is declining, I ſhould be plant- 
ing trees, and laying out walks, as it I thought 
J had two or three hundred years to enjoy them. 
I need not aſſure you I have no ſuch expecta- 
tions; but it gives me an innocent delight to 


form theſe ſylvan ſcenes in an irregular manner, 


and with a ſecret art, to imitate nature in her 
negligent appearance. 

I have no giants in yew, nor tygers or birds 
in holly; but inſtead of them, firrs and pines, 
that grow juſt as nature deſign'd them; and fo 
intermix'd with woodbines, Frings 8, 5 other 
flow'ry ſhrubs, that in a few months they will be 
a perfect wilderneſs of ſweets. 

The ſatisfaction I take in this undertaking, 
makes me often fancy I am not fincere in my 
thoughts of ſoon leaving it. I am as buſy in my 

garden, 
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garden, and as much ſurfeited with the Grand 


Monde, as ever Diocleſian was. 


Sente qualche Stupidita che m impediſce di Go- 


dere una vila nella corte piena di Splendore e ceri- 


monia tanto che quella che chi fi trova nelea cam- 


' pagna ſenza Gloria & ſenza turbenza. 


Every plant that flouriſhes gives me a pleaſure, 
and every drooping tree infects me with languiſh- 
ing: I watch every decay among my flowers, as 
a celebrated beauty would do grey hairs or 
wrinkles. 

I have two or three ſheep that perplex me as 
much as Je Berger Extravagant's flock did him 
and were I to indulge my rural delights, and re- 
turn no more to the noiſy town, I ſhould fall in- 
to the moſt ſoothing and agreeable madneſs ima= 
ginable. 


Come, Amarillis, come, and with me ſhare 
The blooming woodbines, and the fragrant air. 
Together o'er the Nous ry walks we'll rove, 
Or /it beneath the ſhelter of the grove « 
While flocks upon the hills around us bleat, 
And eccho's to the frreams their voice repeat. 
Among the willows in a gloomy ſbade 
By nature found, there ruſbes a caſcade; 
Upon its banks you undiſturb'd may lie, 
hike contemplation wafts you to the SE. 
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X IV. 


N EOPLE ſcem at preſent more bu- 
7 Þ > = employ d in preparing for the 

g's birth-day, than for their own 
WWW laſt, and appear to be in greater an- 
xicty for a ſcat in the dancing-room, than for a 
ſeat in paradiſe. 

I was laſt night with a barge of muſick 
follow'd us; but in the midſt of this gaiety your 
letter was not the only thing that put me in 
mind of mortality. I had ſuch a violent pain in 
my head, that neither the wit of the company, 
the ſoftneſs of the muſick, nor the beauty of the 
evening, could give me any fincere delight. 
If pleaſure be the lot of man, it muſt be in ſome- 


| thing beyond the grave, for on this fide conſtant 
experience tells us, all is vanity. - 


But this confeſſion has hard! y any influence on 
human conduct; for people in a high rank muſt 


often act n their reaſon, to avoid being 


thought unfaſhionable; and for fear of being 
thought mad by the modiſh world, muſt act in a 
manner which they are ſcnſible is belag truly ſo, 
to keep in vogue with their polite contempo- 


| raries. 


J can't 
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J can't forbear thinking with my ſelf, that if a 
being endow'd with reaſon, and a capacity of 
judging, (an inhabitant of another planet, and an 
utter ſtranger to our nature) could take a view of 
our actions, he would be at a loſs what to ima- 
gine we were; and had he no informer, but 
were to judge by our conduct, he would certain- 
ly either imagine that we were à ſpecies who were 
inſur d always to live in the world we now inha- 
bit; or elſe that after enjoying our ſelves here as 
lang as we could, we were to be inſenſible for 
ever, without the leaſt expectation of a future 
r puniſhment, or reward. 
Vou would hardly make an apology f Pp 
firing me to write to you, if you knew how 
much Plralure the injundtion gives to 
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„ HE news of my Lord ——'s death 

WE has been ſo great a ſhock to me, 
that I want all your arguments 
againſt long life, to reconcile me to 


ol of feventy years; I have much ado to think 
that he did not die too young, fince he had 
ſtrength enough to endure the moſt exquiſite tor- 
ments. I lov'd him moſt ſincerely as a relation, 
and eſteem d him as a moſt valuable and faithful 
friend. My thoughts are continually employ'd 
about him, and I grieve for my own loſs, and 
rejoice at his gain in the ſame moment; and can't 
forbear following him with my ſpeculations to 
the manſions of eternal peace, and enquiring with 
Mr. Tickell, in his verſes on the death of Mr. Ad- 
alſon, 

In what new regions to the juſt aſſigul d, 

What new employments pleaſe th unbody'd mind f 

A winged virtue, thro' th ztherial 5ky, 

From world to world unwearied does he fly ? 

Or curious trace the long laborious maze 

Of Heav'n's decrees, where wond'ring angels gaze? 

Does he delight to hear bold ſeraphs tell 

How Michael battled, and the dragon fell? 
Or, mix d with milder cherubim, to glow 

In hymns of loved | 

I can't 


the ſhortneſs of his, at the latter 
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I can't help fancying how his ſoul is charm'd 
to find it ſelf at liberty, and no longer chain'd to 
an infirm body, which continually clogg'd it in 
all its operations. How. is he tranſported, to be 


admitted to the preſence of God his Saviour! 


And with what delight (if we may be allow'd to 


conjecture, that he remembers her) will he ſee his 


wite, for whom he has ſhed ſo many tears, in all 
the pomp of celeſtial glory ! With what pleaſure 
will he gaze upon the skies, while they unfold 
their ſparkling treaſures ! And with what joy 
and wonder obſexve the planets in their courſes, 
and look into all the deep philoſophy of Heaven! 
With what attention liſten to the ſongs of angels, 


while they tune their golden lyres to the praiſe, 


of God, and of the Lamb And how will hig 
heart e with gratitude to his Saviour 
while he reflects on what he ſuffer'd to Purchaſe 
theſe pleaſures for him! 

Whea I conſider the advantages of 15 change, 
I blame my grief: And yet who can forbear to 
lament the beſt of friends, the honeſteſt of men, 
and the moſt agreeable companion that ever was ? 
Eſpecially in an age like this, where fo little 
honour, friendſhip and ſincerity are to be found. 
But I am not going to write a ſatyr upon man- 


kind, and therefore will ſay no more, but that 


I am faithfully yours, 


CLEORA, 
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To b 


5 To) U ask me, my dear Clorinda, Ks 
Lis the reaſon of the deep melancholy 
you obſerve in me, and are amazed 
to ſee how little reliſh T have for 
the things which amuſe other people 
of my age and quality. Vour partiality for me 
makes you fancy that my indifference is the reſult 
of a good underſtanding, - and that the force of 
my judgment has been able to ſubdue my paſ⸗ 
ſions; but alas! how are you miſtaken ! My 
melancholy proceeds from the irregularity of my 
affections; love, vanity, diſtruſt and repentance, 


conſpire to rack me; ad 


When I lock batk on all my former days, 
The only comfort the review w affords, „ 
Is that they're pat. 
For thro their courſe I cannot recolle®, 
One free from ſorrow, guilt, or di 5/appointanent — 
Yet heedleſs ſtill thro' the ſame paths T ſtray, 
Aud raſbly venture on the dang rous road; 
With open eyes like one aſleep I walk, 


And drink the cup, altho' ] know tis poyſon d. 
Why 
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M hy am I led thus captive by my will? 
While reaſon, faithful guide, for ever arns 
My drowzy ſoul, to ſhun impending danger. 
This night may be my laſt ;, I ne er again 
May fee the dawning of another morn. 
Shall I forego the joys of Heaven to footh, 
A wayward fancy, or deſtructive paſſion on £ 
Ab no let ev'ry faculty unite 
Jo break the yoke ! Reaſon reſume thy . 
And calm theſe wild diſorders of my breaft “ 
| Whiſper thy ſacred dictates to my heart, 
Aud bend it to th obſervance of thy laws / 
Infpire my ſoul with ev'ry heav'nly thought, 
And ſhow me wiſdom's put hs. dire my fo 
| Nor leave me thus 1 4 


There is not in nature a greater contradiction 
than my thoughts and actions, and tis impoſſible 
for me to account why they are fo. I purſue the 
pleaſures of the world, at the ſame time that I 
know them to be fecting and worthleſs. I diſtract 
my ſelf about the opinion of the publick, tho' I 
deſpiſe the injuſtice of irs cenfures. I can't for- 
bear repining at my unhappy circumſtances, in 
ſuffering my ſelf to be tormented with the ingra- 
tirude of ſome whom I thought my friends, nor 
weeping while I indulge a hopeleſs paſſion, tho? 
: know that 


Quickly will my glaſs of life be run, 
Aud with it all my joys and ſorrows gone. 


Then 
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Then I no more ſhall feel love's cruel fire, a 
But cold and peaceful to the grave retire ; 

No more ſball weep for the licentious wrongs, 

Of judgments raſb, or ſcourge of ſland'rous tongues, 


And yet not even this reflection can arm me with 
patience, I am uneaſy with my faults, without 
correcting them; and in love with my duty, with- 
out practiſing it. I act contrary to my higheſt 
reaſon, and turn rebel to the authority of my 
own judgment. After this account of me, you 
will not wonder that I retire as much as I can 
from noiſe and hurry ; though no ſhade is gloomy 
enough to "hide my folly from my eyes, nor any 
retreat calm enough to lull my paſſions. Hows- 
ever, I do not yet deſpair of conquering theſe 
vexations, by the aſſiſtance of religion, and the 
Grace of that God who will always be found, by 
thoſe who ſeek. him in an humble ſenſe of their 
own unworthineſs, and a firm reliance upon his 
mercy. 

I am never in A whimſical a fituation of mind 
in the midſt of all my abſurdities, as to forget 
that I am by a thouſand obligations 


Tour faithful Friend, 
and oblig'd Servant, 
4 K Is. 
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b ALMIRA. 
| My dear ALMIRA, 


TE O U will be extreamly afflicted, tho 
not ſurprized, to hear that after lan- 
guiſhing ſo many months, the un- 
Nee 2% happy Teraminta yeſterday expir's in 
my arms. The day before her death ſhe order d 
every body but me to leave the room, and 
defired me to ſit down by her bedſide; then tak- 
ing me by the hand ſhe ſpoke to me in the fol- 
lowing manner. 
I ſee, my faithful Emilia, that you are making 
under the affliction which you ſuffer, to find that 
a few hours will deprive you not only of a ſin- 
cere and tender friend, but of a perſon' whom 
your partiality inclines' you to believe has ſome 
merit. I cannot leave you under this miſtake, 
and go out of the world with the guilt of deceiv- 
ing you; it is not poſſible for me to let you waft 
your tears for a wretch who is unworthy of them: 
Yet let what J have ſuffered for my crimes, induce 
you to compaſſion, and my hard fate warn you, 
to "EY againft the Grit glimmerings of a guilty 
paſſion ; 
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paſſion; for that has been my ruin. Vou know 
I was married extreamly young, and upon the 
faſhionable unhappy views of eſtate and titles. 
However my husband's merit (which to my e- 
ternal confuſion I muſt ever acknowledge) joined 
to his fondneſs for me, gain'd ſo far upon my heart, 
that if I had not all the paſſion that attends love, 
T had all the tenderneſs of an exalted friendſhip 
for him. In this calm ſtate I paſt the firſt fix years 
of our marriage, and had ſeveral children by him. 
But then his publick employment oblig'd him 
to enquire for a perſon to aſſiſt him in the dif- 
charge of his office: He had a young man re- 
commended to him for that purpoſe, whom he 


took into his houſe. He had ten thouſand good 


qualities; he was juſt three and twenty, and per- 
fectly beautiful, at leaſt to me he appeared ſo: 
But why ſhould I deſcribe him to you, or ftrive 
to conceal the temptation, while I own the guilt, 
You know the deſtroyer of my peace and his 
own; 'tis the wretched Alouzo. He had not 
been long in the family before I began to have an 
affection for him that frighted me: His name 
affected me, I could not hear him mentioned 


without trembling, or ſee him unexpectedly with- 
out becoming as pale as aſhes, and in a few months 


I found my heart was entirely given up to him. 
What eloquence can expreſs my gricf at this 
diſcovery? My vows, my husband's merit, my 
family, my fame now appear d to me in their full 
force, and joined to wrack me. I paſt my nights 
in tears, and roſe more weary.then I lay down, 

> I flew 
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I flew to religious books for ſuccour, but in Vain; 
I had neglected the danger "till it was irretriev- 
able. I wandered in my houſe and gardens 
more like a guilty ghoſt, than a living creature. 
And to add to my diſtreſs I obſerved an unuſual 
melancholy in. the face of my dear Alonzo, He 
Was always i in my way, alone. and penſive.., One 
evening, as I was ſtanding juſt without the door 
in the court before my houſe, obſerving the moon | 
and ſtars, which were ſhining. in their full i plen- 
dor, and wiſhing my ſelf above thoſe 1 
luminaries, that I might be no longer ſubje& to 
that criminal paſſion, which rendered my life a | 
burthen; I chanced to put my hands behind me: 

I had not ſtood long in that poeſture before 1 
thought I felt ſomething gently. touch my hand, 
and looking round I found it to be Auunso; who 
ſeeing me about to leave hin, took one. of my 
hands, and holding i it betwixt his, preſſed it to 
his boſom with an air of tenderneſs which pierced 
my very ſoul. However, I was enough miſtreſs 
of my ſelf to ask him, what behayiour of thine had 

| encouraged him to hope, that I would endure ſo 

= unaccountable an inſolence. He told me. that 
what he did was not the effect of hope, but of 

$ abſolute deſpair ; that his miſery was grown to 

ſuch an height, that it was incapable of receiving 

[2 

; 


any aggravation ; and that though he loved me 
to diſtraction, he did not even entertain a with | 
that I ſhould return a paſſion ſo much below me; 
and that if I could forgive the frenzy that had 
brought him to make this declaration, he would 
| R for 


rere 

for the future obſerve an eternal ſilence. At 
theſe words he burſt into tears, and J left him 
with the utmoſt precipitation, to conceal a ten- 
derneſs which neither the obligations of my duty, 
or any other reflection were ſtrong enough to 
ſuppreſs. I was now ſunk to the depth of miſery, 
J had liſtened to the declaration of a love forbid- 
den by all the laws of Heaven and Earth, and 
contrary to every principle of virtue which my 
education had inftill'd into my ſoul. I knew not 
what method to take to free my ſelf and An⁊jů 
from ſo unhappy a ſituation. Sometimes I re- 
ſolved to feign ſome cauſe of diſlike, and prevail 
with my husband to diſcharge him. When J had 
ſummoned all my aids of virtue, modeſty, and 
pride, and fancied my {elf able to make the dread- 
ful propoſal, my paſſion brought back his idea 
to my heart, with all the charms of his mind and 
perſon, and repreſented him not only ruined in 
his peace, but in his fortune, by my ſeverity. 
Several months paſt in this ſtate of anxiety, and 
he religiouſly obſerved his word, nor ever once | 
mentioned his paſſion. But at aft the diſorder | 
of his mind threw him into a fever, and his life If 
was deſpaired of. Judge what I endured upon 
this occaſion. However conſcious modeſty hin- 
der'd me from going near him in his illneſs, which 
laſted almoſt a fortnight. But at laſt his youth, 
and the ſtrength of his conſtitution, overcame his 
_ diſcafe, and he was able to get up the ſtairs that 
led to my appartment, and was at the door of it 


juſt as I went out to call ſome of the ſervants. 
At 
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At that moment every good angel leſt me, and 1 
could not forbear expreſſing my joy to find him 
able to leave his bed. Alas ſaid he, why ao 
you wiſh my miſery prolonged : Death is my only 
road to peace, „i nce I am hated by you. Theſe 
words, joined with the paleneſs of his looks, diſ- 
arm'd all my reſolutions, and I told him a ſecret 
which I ought rather to have died than have ute 
ter d. I owned my paſſion, and begged him to 
live for my fake, if not for his own. He was 
amazed and oyerjoyed at this confeſſion, © and 
ſoon recovered his health. We now went on in 
a thoughsleſs road of pleaſure, and indulg ow” our 
mutual paſſion, till at laſt he preſſed me to give 
him the moſt guilty proofs of it; ; and ſtrengthen- 
ed his entreaties with all the arguments that 10 
good an underſtanding, aſſiſted by the powers of 
hell, could inſpire. But as paſſionately as I loyd 
kim, he could not with all his eloquence, craſc 
the ſentiments of innate virtue, and convictions 
of religion from my ſoul. I was not enou 
abandoned, but to look on adultery as a point 
of horror not to be outlived ; and though I al- 
lowed him liberties, which I am now convinced 
were guilty, yet I always kept my ſelf from the 
laſt ſteps of vice, and was fo happy, that inſtead 
of my yielding to his arguments, he was con- 
vinced by mine, and asked pardon of God and 
me for the criminal deſign he had purſued, We 
now reſolved by the ſtrictneſs of our lives, to 
make what amends we could. for the errors we 
had fallen into, and for theſe laſt three years have 
1 1 applied 
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applied our ſelves ſeriouſly to the ſecuring of out 
ſalvation. But we have never been able to con- 
quer our unhappy paſſion, though we have ſup- 
prels'd the effects of it. Tis this eternal contra- 
diction, joined to the remorſe I feel for my in- 
gratitude to the beſt of husbands, which has 
brought me into the condition you ſee. Happy ! 
If by loſing my life, I could attone for my in- 
juſtice. How gentle would my agonies appear, 
if by their exceſs I could hope that they would 
be accepted as a of my puniſhment. What- 
ever I could ſuffer here, would be joyful to me, 
were I ſure it could entitle me to mercy here- 
after. Here ſhe fell into a ſwoon, but quickly 
revived, and liv'd 'till next day. About an hour 
before ſhe died, ſhe ſent for her husband and 
children, and 0b leave of them with great ten- 
derneſs, and then lying down as if the would 
ſleep, (expired in a few minutes. They are in 
vaſt affliction for her: : But no words can paint 
oa deſpair of Alonzo.” He has neither ſpoke nor 
cat bes her death, and ſeems ſo perfectly ſtu- 
pip d, that J fear his ſenſes are gone for ever. 
Adicu, my dear ALnixa: My tears flow ſo 
faſt that I can write no more. 5 


. Erb 
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LETTER VI. 
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" By the ſame Hand. 


| Have at laſt taken the only means left 
me, to free my ſelf from your im- 
portunities, and the weakneſs of my 
own heart, which argued but too 
— much on your fide, I found my 
fame, and every other conſideration too light, 
when weigh'd i in the ballance againſt your love; 
but the force of religion has turned the ſcale, and 
made me reſolve to ſpend the remainder of my 
weeping days in a convent : * T's in that holy re- 
treat that I hope to find the peace, which I loſt 
in the world. You cannot be ſorry for this reſo- 
lution, when you conſider of it: For not all the 
polite maxims of the preſent age, are ſufficient to 
diſcountenance virtue, or bring vice into reputa- 
tion; or could they prevail in this world, would 
they be admitted at God's tribunal. "Your Lord- 
ſhip may call this bigotry, or any other name, 
which the levity of your fancy, or modiſh prin- 
ciples can inſpire you with; but a day will come, 
in which you will find it ſacred truth; and you 


will 
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will be glad, that by ſhutting my ſelf for ever 
from your ſight, I hinder d you from the guilt 
you have purſu'd, and put it out of your power 
to ruin me. It would be no very pleaſing re- 
flection on your death- bed, that you had jeducd 
a ſoul from the paths of peace and virtue; and to 
give your ſelf a faſhionable liberty, had entail'd 
miſery and infamy on a family, who have ſerv'd 
you with zeal and affection. What has my aged 
father left undone to ſupport your intereſt in the 
country ? With what tenderneſs did my mother 
educate your two young liſters, who were com- 
mitted to her care? And in return, you would 
bring their only daughter to the laſt degree of 
fin and ſhame : This may be genteel, but ſurely 
it is not noble. How falſe are your ſentiments of 
honour and juſtice? You thought it would be a 
reflection on your character, to marry into a 
family ſo much below you in birth and fortune ; 
but are not aſham d to return a thouſand obliga- 
tions (pardon me my Lord, for great as you arc, 
I'muſt: call them ſuch) with the . higheſt injury, 
And tho' you have not ſucceeded in your guilt 28 

to that, you robb d two ancient ſervants, nay 
delight of their age, that 094 child; 'who by 
your licentious love is forc'd to e her ſelf 
from them, and the whole world for ever. I 
dread to think how they will ſupport this af 
fliction. I leſt a letter on the table to acquaint 


my mother with my retreat, but conceal'd the 


1 for your ſiſters ſake; fince ſhe might per⸗ | 
haps 
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haps reſolve to diſcharge her ſelf from an office, 
which ſhe has executed with ſo much care, and 
has produced her ſo cruel a requital. Let the 
ſorrow you brought upon my parents content 
you, and do not carry ruin into another family. 
Why ſhould you employ the fineſt underſtanding, 
and the moſt graceful perſon to promote the 
cauſe of hell? And why muſt the rank, power and 
wealth, which were given you to diffuſe happi- 
neſs all round you, only ſerve to make you _— 
of ſplendid miſchief? = | | 

I am now in a ſanctuary, where I cannot bs 
the entertainment of your idle hours; and where 
the time I ſpent in liſtning to you, ſhall now be 
employ'd in praying for your reformation ; the 
tears which I have often pour'd out in vain, to 
diſſuade you from your guilty enterprize, ſhall be 
ſhed before God for your ſins : For tho you have 
us'd me with the utmoſt cruelty, your eternal 
welfare will always be the tendereſt concern of 


The unhappy 
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D LEONORA. 


1 Have been on the very en of the 
grave, and have for ſeveral months 
endur'd all the pains and languiſh- 
ments of a dangerous illneſs ; but it 
has pleaſed Go v to reſtore me to, ſo tolerable a 
meaſure of health, that I am now able to think 
and write again: : And with what pleaſure do I 


feel my ſelf once more at eaſe 
How ungrateful are the generality of mankind 


while they enjoy this bleſſing! and how ſeldom 
(when they are well,) do they reflect on the in- 
convenience and faintneſs, the wearineſs and pains, 
which attend a ſick bed ! I never was ſenſible 
what I owed to Gop for my health, till I came 
to want it. While my blood flow'd with an even 
un-Interrupted courſe in its channels, and my 
arteries and ſinews were able to perform their 
ſeveral functions, I overlook'd that mercy which 
had contriv'd them for thoſe operations ; but as 
ſoon as they were obſtructed, I was ſenſible of 
their value : And while I cken d at the ſight of 


my food, I envied the Peaſant, whoſe health 
enabled 
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enabled him to earn his dinner with the ſweat of 
his brow.; and while I was in torment in a ſtately 
appartment, and reſtleſs on a bed of down, how 


| joytully. would I have exchanged conditions with 


the Hind, who in an humble cottage, was ſleep- 
ing on ſheaves of ſtraw! How readily, would I 
have parted with all the vanity of airy titles, all 
the advantages of riches and grandeur, to pur- 
chaſe health! Health which gives reliſh to;cygry 
enjoyment, and like the rays of light diffaſes 
beauty upon every object. When I was Al, hs. 
beauty of the creation was effac'd to me; Efaund 
no longer harmony in the ſounds of muſiek; hox 
joy while the ſun pour d his meridian glory; but 
turn'd my eyes from the intolerable luſtre, and 
wiſh'd for the ſhades of night to veil his radiance; 
I had no pleaſure in ſceing every thing round me 
Aouriſh, while J wither'd and decay d. The 
birds that warbled near my window, oem d to 
ſing my funeral dirge, and every fly that-buizz/d 


in my chamber, ſounded like an alarm to judgc- 


ment. When night came, I conſider'd that pro- 
bably I might never ſee day-light again till: the 
morning of the reſurrectiom : dawn'd up the 
earth : And when I was drowſy, and inclining to 
ſleep, I imagin'd that I ſhould perhaps never 
wake, till I heard the voice of the arch-angel, 
and the found of the laſt trumpet, nor lift up my 
head, till I ſaw the Son of Man coming in the 


clouds with power and great glory. This near 


proſpect of death and judgment, has put the 
world and all its gaudy vanities into a juſt light, 


and 
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and has convinc'd me of the falſity of human 
comforts : And I have reaſon to bleſs G o p, who 
has given me ſuch an opportunity of ſeeing things 
as they really are, and by making me ſenſible of 
the ſmall conſolation that all the earth can afford 
m the time of illneſs, and at the hour of death, 
has directed my eyes and hopes to Heaven, and 
made me know the value of thoſe hours which 
were too often waſted in guilt or folly : And be- 
lieve mc, LEeoxnorxA, you will fome time or 
other be ſenſible of this important truth. You are 
not more ſecure of years to come, than I appear'd 
to be before this ineſs, and will find the ſplen- 
dor of a court, and all the flatteries of life, mi- 
ferable comforters upon a fick bed: The plea- 
fares of this world will withdraw, and nothing 
remain with you but a ſenſe of your paſt conduct; 
and when you find your ſelf ready to quit the 
ſtage, you will have no concern about any thing, 
but how you have acted your part. 

- I am ſtill very weak, tho perfectly at at caſe; 
and I could be fatisfy'd to remain fo are ra- 


ther than hazard being again a flave to my paſſions 
and W I n all * n, 


MD Your moſt faithful 
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Told you, ſome time ſince, that my 
affairs would oblige me to paſs this 
ſummer at my eſtate in the weſt ; I 
have been at it theſe ſix weeks: I 

| brought no company hither but 

Cats, who 1s ſo fond of his ſtudies, that I 
ſeldom ſee him, unleſs it be at meals, but then he 
is always ſprightly and chearful : And at other 
times I entertain my ſelf either in the park or 
gardens, which afford me ſo much amuſement, 
that I never find the day too long. 

I can't forbear xepcating to you an adventure 
which I met with a few days ago : As I was ri- 
ding over ſome of my farms, I came to the brow 
of an extream high hill, from whence I had the 
proſpect of the moſt beautiful valley imaginable ; 
it was full of woods, and water'd with a large 
river: in ſome places it run vcry broad and 
ſtreight, in others it was more contracted, and 
flow'd in a thouſand windings ; ſometimes it was 
loſt among the woods, and roſe again with freſh 
beauty, as it run through the flowery lawns. I 
was ſo charm'd with the fight of this Sylvan ſcene, 
8 2 chat 
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that I long' d to be in it, but the difficulty was 
how to get down the hill; for that fide next the 
valley was almoſt perpendicular, and fo rocky, 
and cover'd with wood, that it ſeem'd unpaſſable. 
However, 1 Jiſbouited, and leading my horſe, 
found a narrow winding, by which I made a ſhift 
to get to the bottom of the hill; at the foot of 
which was a delighttul plain, here and there in- 
terſpers'd with ſpreading oaks, beech and ſyca- 
more trees. Here I had the pleaſure to obſerve 
the ſpring of the river that watcr'd that beautiful 
yalley : It guſhes out of the ſide of the rock, and 
aſter falling from one clift to another a, great 
height, runs even with the graſs through the 
plains and woods. I now got on horſeback again, 
and following the courſe of the river about three 
or four turlongs, I came to a low houſe, behind 
which there was a plat of trees, and before a little 
court, which had no other fence than a laurel 
hedge, breaſt high. There was a little wicket 
which ftood open, and the neatneſs of the place 
tempted me to go in, which I did with the bet- 
ter aſſurance, becauſe I imagin'd by the appear- 
ance and ſize of the houſe, that ir was not inha- 
bited by any perſons of diſtinction. I croſs'd the 
court without ſeeing any body, and came into a 
hall, the neatneſs of which is not to be deſcrib'd. 
But I own I was ſurpriz'd to ſee a harpſicord, 
upon which lay ſome muſick-books; I had the 
curioſity to look into them, and found ſome of 
them were Opera airs, but the greater part hymns 
and anthems, There lay on the table two large 
— folio 
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folio's of maps, and upon the ground I obſerw d a 
pair of very fine globes: A furniture ſo diffe- 
rent from what I expected, made me uncertain 
whether I ſhould follow my curioſity, which led 
me to go up a ſtair-caſe that was at one end of 
the hall, or go back without diiturbing the own- 
crs of che houſe, who I now began to believe 
were of a different rank from what I at firſt ima- 
gin'd, and yet it was inconceivable to me how 
any perſons of diſtinction ſhould be in ſuch a 
houſe. My curioſity at laſt prevail 'd, and I went 
up; but when I came near the top of the ſtairs, 
J heard a perſon reading with great Juſtneſs, in a 
clear voice, which ſeem'd to be a woman's. I ſtop'd 

a little to liſten to her, and at laſt turning on my 
right-hand, T obſerved a door which ſtood half 
open, from whence I imagin'd the voice came : 
I drew near it without any noiſe, and could ſee 
a a grave well-looking woman of about fifty, who 
was reading aloud to two very beautiful young 
ones, who were at work, embroidering flowers 
on white ſilk : They were drels'd alike in white 
ſattin waſtcoats, and brown luteſtring petticoats, 
and upon their heads fine lac d caps, made like 
thoſe of the common peaſants. They had an air 
of innocence and modeſty greater than I ever 
ſaw : She who appear'd the elder of the two had 
dark hair, and the moſt blooming complexion 
imaginable; ſhe was tall and finely ſhap'd, and 
might have paſs d for an inimitable beauty, had 
not the young creature who fat by her, ſhew'd 
that it was poſſible even to ſurpaſs her: Her 


hair 


re S 


hair was almoſt flaxen, and her skin could ſcarce 
be equall'd by any poctical ſimile: She had large 
blue eyes, and her cyc-brows and eye- laſnes were 
a dark brown: She had a ſweetneſs in her coun- 
tenance which would have diſarm'd a tyger of 
its rage, I had conſider d them but a few mo- 
ments, when ſhe who ſeem'd the elder of the 
young women look'd up, and ſeem'd ſurpriz'd 
at the ſight of a ſtranger : However, ſhe roſe 
with great civility, and ſaid, Madam, here is a 
Gentleman who I believe would ſpeak with you, I 
then was ſo confounded, that I neither knew how 
to retire, or make an excuſe tor ſo unaccount- 
able a viſit, But the eldeſt of the ladies ask'd 
me to come 1n, with ſo benign and chearful an 
aſpect, that it gave me courage to own the oc- 
caſion of my intruſion, and ask a thouſand par- 
dons for it, To which ſhe anſwer'd, That my 
curioſity was its own puniſbment, fince it had 
made me take ſo much pains, to ſee what was 
ſo little worth it, as her retirement. I had now 
time to view the room they were in: It was 
hung to the top of the chairs with fine Indian 
Matting, above which, all round the room were 
ſhelves filled with books, and upon looking into 
them, I found them to be an admirable collection 
of hiſtory, divinity, and travels: There were a 
few books of the beſt philoſophy, and ſome 
plays. There were upon ſtands. ſeveral baſons of 
flowers; and in ſhort every thing was ſo elegant 
and charming, that I began to fancy my ſelf in 
an enchanted habitation, and could not forbear 

expreſſing 
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expreſſing my defire to know how people of 10 
extraordinary a genius came to live in ſo very 


retir d a manner: Which the elderly lady per- 
ceiving, told me, that if 1 had patience, ſhe 


would give me a faithful account of it. She faid 


her husband was the heir of a noble family, that 
his name was Theanor, by whom ſhe had two 
daughters, which were the young women J faw ; 
that her husband died when the eldeſt was betwixe 
eight and nine years old, and left great debts : 
In vain did ſhe apply to his rich relations, they 
would not aſſiſt her:: So that ſhe found herfelf 
either obliged to alter her way of living, or leave 
his debts unpaid ; which tho” the laws did not 
force her to ſatisfy, ſhe thought herſelf bound to 
do by all the rules of juſtice and honour. She 
therefore diſcharg'd all her ſervants, except two 
maids, and an ancient clergyman, whom ſhe kept 

to inſtrud her daughters. With this ſmall family 
ſhe retir'd to this houſe, where ſhe ſaid ſhe had 
lived upwards of fifteen years. She paid her 
hnsband's debts in the firft ſeven ; but had found 
ſo much peace in that ſolitude, that ſhe was loth 
to uit it, and had the pleaſure to find both her 
daughters in the fame mind. could not forbear 
asking how they amufed themſelves in ſo abſolute 
a retreat, and in what manner they divided the 
day. In anſwer to which fhe told me, that in- 
deed they ſeldom went abroad, and that when 
ſhe had given me an account of one day, ſhe told 
me their whole courſe of life for the laſt fiftcen 


me 
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As ſoon as we riſe, ſaid ſhe, we meet in a little 
chappel below ſtairs, where the clergyman I men- 
tion'd to you reads prayers to us, and we fing a 
palm. After this, we have our breakfaſt, and 
my daughters amuſe themſelves with their muſick 
or painting, as they like beft, while Jam bufied 
with the affairs of my family. About eleven o'clock 
e go into a room, where we prepare medicines for 
the poor, who can't afford better help, and there 
have a preſs fur a with clothes for them of all 
forts, and in the drawers under, are bibles and 
other books, of devotion ; that while we take care 
of their bodies, their ſouls may not be entirely neg- 
lefed. Here we ſpend our time till we are ready 
50 dreſs for dinner After dinner, my daughters 
play on the harpſicord, and ſing, or ſometimes ve 
only converſe till we have a mind to come up 
hither, where one of us conſtantly reads while. 
| the others work. In the evening we wall till 
ſupper ; after which, We call our little family, 
and end the day as we begun it, in praiſing 
Gop, and imploring his protection. J told her, 
TI was uo longer ſurpriz'd that they lik'd their 
way of living, ſince it appear's to me to be ſuch» 
as muſt entirely ſecure them from all kinds of 
diſcontent. They none of them anſwer'd to 
this, and upon looking up, I ſaw the face of the 
eldeſt daughter cover d with tears. I expreſſed my 
concera at this ſudden alteration, and begged to 
know the occaſion of it. Alas, laid her mother, 
this unhappy girl is more to be pitied than 500 
atis; 3 and tis only on her account that I feet 

| ſorrow. 
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ſorrow. About five years ago ſbe fell deſperately in 
love with a young man, who was equally ſo with 
her But the misfortune was, that he was not 


only much below her in his fortune, but of a fa- 
mily which are notorious for their wickedneſs, 


tho he. is not ſo himſelf ; for his mother, who 


was perfectly virtuous, had inſtilld into him all 


the principles of piety and morality. They had 
long had a mutual tenderneſs before J perceinyd 
it : But when I did, and found how much Ro- 
ſella's heart was fixed, it afflited me ſo that I 
fell into a deep melancholy, which ended in a 
dangerous /ickneſs, and I was given over by my 
phyſicians. I then told Roſella the cauſe of my 
neſs, and advisd her againſt a marriage, the 
apprehenſions of which had in all probability coff 
me my life. She fell on her knees by my bed-ſide, 
aud bathing my hands with her tears, begg'd 1 


would endeavour to recover; for if ſomebody was 


to be the victim of her unhappy paſſion, ſbe was 
reſolved it ſhould be herſelf ; ſince death would 
be lej5 terrible to her, than offending me. I re- 
joic'd, and was ſurpriz/d at her compliance, and 
hop'd her affeions had not been ſo firmly rooted 
as I fmce found, M. hen I began to recover, ſbe 
begged leave to write to Alphonſo, / for that was 
the name of her lover, and give him an account 
of the promiſe fbe had made, and the reaſons which 
forc'd her to it, He received the news with inex- 
prefſible grief, and the next day left his father's 
houſe ;, to which he has never yet returned, nor has 


any body heard of him. I have been ſo much touch'd 
» „ 
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bit h my daughter's ſufferings, aud the patience 
with which ſbe endurd them, without ever up- 
braiding me as the cauſe of them, that I now 
wiſh as ardently as fhe does, to ſee him return; 
that I may have the pleaſure of rewarding her 
filial piety, by giving her hand, where ſhe long ago 
plac'd her heart. She could not end this relation 


without tears, in which her daughters accompa- 


nied her. 
I own I was moved with compaſſion at the 


ſtory of Roſella, and cannot take my thoughts 
from that charming retirement, or forget the 
beauty of Meliſſa, which was the name of the 
younger daughter. I ſtaid *till it was dark, and 
then took my leave, extreamly delighted with ſo 
uncommon an adventure. Adieu, 


BELL AMOUR. 
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POETRY and PLAYS juſt Publiſhed 
for T. Worrall, at Fudge Coke's Head, over 
againſt St. Dunſtan Church in Fleet- ſtreet. 


. THE UNIVERSE, a POEM; In- 

tended to reſtrain the Pride of Man. By 
Mr. Baker. Rex Jupiter Omnibus Idem. Virg, 
(Price 15.) | | V 

2. DALKEITH, a POEM; occaſioned 
by a View of that delightful Palace and Park, 
the Seat of his Grace the Duke of Bucrieugh; to 
whom it is moſt humbly Inſcribed: By a Scotch 
Gentleman. Price 4 4. 

3. The BASTARD, a POEM, inſcribed 
with all due Reverence to Mrs. Brett, once Coun- 
teſs of Macclesfield: By Richard Savage, Son of 
the late Earl Rivers. Decet hæc dare dona 
Novercam : The fifth Edition. Price 6 d. 

4. The MARRIED PHILOSOPHER, 
a Comedy; as Acted at the Theatre Royal in 
Covent-Garden, by his Majeſty's Servants : Wrote 
by John Kelly of the Inner-Temple, Eſq; The 


ſecond Edition. Price 1 ö. 67. 
5. FATAL FALSHOOD, or Diſtreſt In- 


nocence, a new TRAGEDY of three Acts; as 
Perform'd at the Theatre Royal in Drury-Lane, 
by his Majeſty's Servants, with the Prologue by 
ohn Stacie, Eſq; and the Epilogue by Aaron Hill, 
{q; as ſpoken by Mr. Bridgwater and Mrs. Clive. 


Price 1 5. 
6. A Poetical Paraphraſe on Part of the Book 


of JOB, in Imitation of Milton: By V. Thomp- 
ſon, Fellow of Trinity College, Dublin. Price 1 5. 


